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KING  LEAR. 


\  — 

AC  T  L    SCENE  I. 

SCENE   A  Palace, 
Enter  Kent,  Glo'fter,  and  Edmund  the  Bajiard, 

Kent. 

Thought  the  King  had  more  afFeded  the 
Duke  of  Albany  than  Cornwall, 

Glo,  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us :  but  now 
in  the  divifion  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not 
which  of  the  Dukes  he  values  moft ;  for  qua- 
lities are  fo  weigh'd,  that  curiofity  in  neither 
can  make  choice  of  either's  moiety, 
Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord  i 

Glo,  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.   I  have  fo 
often  blufli'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  braz'd  to't. 
Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could,-  whereupon  fhe 
grew  round-womb'd,  and  had  indeed,  Sir,  a  foh  for  her  cradle, 
ere  fhe  had  a  husband  for  her  bed.    Do  you  fmeil  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wi{h  the  fault  undone,  the  iTueof  it  being  To 
proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  fon,  Sir,  b-  o:ier  of  'aw,  fore  v-      '  'or 
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than  this  •  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account,  though  this 
knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  to  the  world  before  he  was  fent 
for  j  yet  was  his  mother  fair,  there  was  good  fport  at  his  ma- 
king, and  the  whorfon  muft  be  acknowledg'd.  Do  you  know 
this  nobleman,  Edmunds 

Baft.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Ke^-, 
Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Baft.  My  fervices  to  your  lordfliip. 

Kefit.  I  muft  love  you,  and  iue  to  know  you  better. 

Bafi.  Sir,  I  lhall  ftudy  your  delerving. 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  fhall  again. 
The  King  is  coming. 

SCENE  II. 

To  them^  Enter  Kmg  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Gonerill, 
Regan,  Cordelia,  and  attendants, 

Lear,  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, 
Glo.  I  {hall,  my  Liege.  [Exit, 
Lear,  Mean  time  we  fhall  cxprefs  our  darker  purpofe. 
Give  me  the  Map  here.    Know,  we  have  divided 
In  three,  our  kingdom    and  'tis  our  intent. 
To  fliake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  age. 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.    Our  fon  of  Cornwally 
And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  of  Albany ^ 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifti 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  Dow'rs,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented  now.  The  Princes  France  and  Burgundy y 
Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  am'rous  fbjourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.  Tell  me,  daughters. 

Since 
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Since  now  we  will  divefl  us,  both  of  rule, 

Int'reft:  of  territory,  cares  of  ftate ; 

Which  of  you  {hall  we  fay  doth  love  us  moft  ? 

That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 

Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerill 

Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft. 

Gon.  I  love  you  Sir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace  and  liberty, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare, 
No  Icls  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable. 
Beyond  ail  manner  of  fb  much  I  love  you. 

Cor,  What  {hall  Cordelia  ^  do  ?  love  and  be  filent. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  ev'n  from  this  line  to  this 
With  fliadowy  forefts  and  with  champions  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads. 
We  make  thee  lady.    To  thine  and  Albany's  iflue 

Be  this  perpetual  -What  lays  our  fecond  daughter. 

Our  deareft  RegaUy  wife  of  Cornwalh.  fpeak. 

Reg.  I'm  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  fifter. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  Heart, 
I  find  (lie  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  (he  comes  too  fhort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys. 
Which  the  moft  precious  fquare  of  lenfe  ''poflefTes, 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  highnefs'  love. 

Ccr,  Then  poor  Cordelta\ 
And  yet  not  fo,  fi nee  I  am  fiire  my  love's 
More  pond'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom, 


*  fpeak.  ^  profejfes. 
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No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure. 

Than  that  confer'd  on  GonertlL  Now  our  joy, 

Although  our  laft, not  leaft ;  to  whofe  young  love, 

The  vines  of  France^  and  milk  of  Burgundyy  ' 

Strive  to  be  int'reft :  what  fay  you  to  draw 

A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fifters  ?  /peak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear,  Nothing  ? 

Cor,  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing,  Ipeak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?  mend  your  fpeech  a  little. 
Left  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord. 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me.  I 
Return  thofe  duties  back  as  are  right  fit, 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  fifters  husbands,  if  they  fay 
They  love  you,  all  ?  hap'ly  when  I  fhall  wed, 
That  lord  whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight,  fhall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty. 
Sure  I  {hall  never  marry  like  my  fifters, 
^  To  love  my  father  all  

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dowre : 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun. 
The  myfteries  of  Hecate ^  and  the  night. 

By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs  From 

'  and.  d  'ihefe  words  rejlofd  from  the  firjl  edition,  without  which  the  fenfe 

was  not  compleat. 
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prom  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be ; 

Here  I  difclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 

Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood. 

And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me 

Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.    The  barb'rous  Scythiatty 

Or  he  that  makes  his  generation,  mefles 

To  gorge  his  appetite    fhall  to  my  bofom 

Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd. 

As  thou,  my  fometime  daughter. 

Kent,  Good  my  Liege  

Lear.  Peace,  Kent  I 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.  Hence,  avoid  my  fight! — *        \To  Cor. 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her ;  Call  France ;  who  ftirs  ? 

Call  Burgundy  Cornwall  and  Albany ^ 

With  my  two  daughters  dowres,  digeft  the  third.  ^ 

Let  pride,  which  fhe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 

I  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  power, 

Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  effeds 

That  troop  with  majefty.    Our  felf  by  monthly  courfe. 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,  fhall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turns :  only  retain 

The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  King : 

The  fway,  revenue,  execution. 

Beloved  Tons,  be  yours ,  which  to  confirm 

This  Cor'onet  part  between  you.  \Gmng  the  crown, 

Kent,  Royal  Lear, 
Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  a  Kins:, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  follow'd, 
And  as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray'rs  

Vol.  III.  B  Lear, 
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Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  tlie  {haft. 

Kent,  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart ;  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad :  what  would'ft  thou  do,  old  man  ? 
Think'ft  thou  that  duty  fliall  have  dread  to  fpeak 
When  pow'r  to  flatt'ry  bows  ?  to  plainnefs  Honour 
Is  bound,  when  Majefty  to  folly  falls. 
Referve  thy  State ;  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs    with  my  life  I  anfwer. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leaft, 
Nor  are  thofe  empty-hearted^  whofe  low  found 
Reverbs  no  holiownels. 

Lear.  Kent^  on  thy  life  no  more. 

Kent,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  ^  thy  foes  ,•  nor  fear  to  lofe  it. 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear^  and  let  me  ftill  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo  

Kent.  Now  by  Apollo^  King, 
Thou  fwear'ft  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  vaffal !  mifcreant ! —  \La'^'mg  hh  hand  on  h'ls  [word. 

Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe^  revoke  thy  doom. 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
HI  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me  recreant! 
^  Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow. 
Which  we  durft  never  yet  j  and  with  ftrain'd  pride. 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power. 

Which 

«  tbine  enemies^  ne'er  ^  ^hat 
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Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear. 
Our  potency  make  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion. 
To  fhield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world. 
And  on  the  fixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  j  if  the  tenth  day  following 
Thy  banifh'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death  :  away.    By  Jupiter y 
This  fhall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well.  King,  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banifliment  is  here ; 
The  gods  to  their  dear  flielter  take  thee,  maid. 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid,- 
And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve. 
That  good  eflFeds  may  Ipring  from  words  of  love : 
Thus  Kent^  O  Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu. 
Hell  fhape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.  \Extt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Glo'fter,  with  France  and  Burgundy,  and  Attendants, 

Cor.  Here's  France  and  Burgmdyy  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  firft  addrefs  tow'rd  you,  who  with  this  King 
Have  rivall'd  for  our  daughter  •  what  at  leaft 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  dowre  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  royal  majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  highnefs  ofFer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
When  fhe  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo. 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n  :  Sir,  there  fhe  ftands, 

B  z  If 
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If  ought  within  that  little  feeming  fubftance^ 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafiire  pierc'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace. 
She's  there,  and  (he  is  yours.  ' 
Bur,  I  know  no  an(wer. 
Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  owes. 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  with  our  curie,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur,  Pardon,  royal  Sir. 
Eledbion  makes  not  up  on  fiich  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her  Sir,  for  by  the  pow'r  that  made  me,, 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.  For  you,  great  King,    \To  France^ 

I  would  not  from  your  love  make  fiich  a  ftray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  befeech  you 
T'  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthy  way 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  afham'd 
Almoft  t' acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  moft  ftrange! 
That  fhe,  who  ev'n  but  now  was  your  beft  object. 
Your  Praife's  argument,  balm  of  your  age, 
Deareft  and  beft  j  ftiould  in  this  trice  of  time 

Commit  a  thing  fo  monft'rous,  to  difmantle 

So  many  folds  of  favour !  fure  th'  offence 

Muft  be  of  fiich  unnatural  degree, 

As  monftrous  is or  your  fore-voucht  affedion 

Could  not  fall  into  taint    which  to  believe  of  her 

Muft  be  a  faith  that  reafon  without  miracle 

Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  majefty, 

If  (for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art. 

To  fpeak  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I  well  intend, 

ril  do't  before  I  fpeak)  that  you  make  known 

It 
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It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs. 
No  unchafte  action,  or  diftionour'd  ftep. 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour ; 
But  ev'n  for  want  of  that,  for  which  Fm  richer, 
A  ftiil  folHciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue. 
That  I  am  glad  I've  not,  though  not  to  have  it 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  Uking. 

Lear»  Better  thou 
Hadft  not  been  born,  than  not  have  pleas'd  me  better, 

'  France.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  hiftory  unfpoke 
That  it  intends  to  do  ?  my  lord  of  Burgundy y 
What  fay  you  to  the  lady  ?  love's  not  love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftand 
Aloof  from  th'  intire  point.    Say  will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  her  felf  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  your  felf  propos'd. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
DutcheCs  of  Burgundy, 

Lear.  Nothing  IVe  fworn. 

Bur.  Fm  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father^^ 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy ^ 
Since  that  relped  and  fortunes  are  his  love, 
I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Faireft  Cordelia^  that  art  moft  rich,  being  po 
Moft  choice,  forfaken,-  and  moft  lov'd,  delpis'd  ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon, 
Be't  lawful  I  take  up  what's  caft  away. 
Gods,  gods !  'tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  neglect 
My  love  fliould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refped. 
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Thy  dowrelefi  daughter,  King,  thrown  to  nay  chaac^. 

Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 

Not  all  the  Dukes  of  wat'rifli  Burgundy^ 

Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. 

Bid  them  farewel,  Corddtay  though  unkind. 

Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear,  Thou  haft  her,  France ^  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  daughter,  nor  fhall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again  j  therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon  ; 
Come  noble  Burgundy,  \Flour  'tJh,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV^. 

France,  Bid  farewell  to  your  fifters. 

Cor.  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafli'd  eyes 
"Cordelm  leaves  you :  I  know  what  you  are. 
And  like  a  fifter  am  moft  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  nam'd.    Love  well  our  father : 
To  your  ^  profefling  bofoms  I  commit  him  j 
But  yet,  alas,  ftood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Keg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 

Gon.  Let  your  ftudy 
Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortunes  almsj  you  have  obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor,  Time  (hall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides, 
Who  covers  faults,  at  laft  with  fhame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper. 

France,  Come  my  fair  Cordelia*        [Exeunt  France  and  Cot, 

SCENE 


Zfrofejfed, 
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II 


SCENE  V. 

Gon»  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  I've  to  fay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both ; 
I  think  our  father  will  go  hence  to  night. 

Reg,  That's  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month  with  us, 

Gon,  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obfervation 
we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little    he  always  lov'd  our 
fter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judgment  he  hath  now  caft  her 
off,  appears  too  grofly. 

Reg,  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age ;  yet  he  hath  ever  but  flen-* 
derly  known  himfelf. 

Gon,  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but  rafti 
then  muft  we  look  from  his  age,  to  receive  not  alone  the  imper- 
fedions  of  long-engrafted  condition,  but  therewithal  the  unruly 
waywardnefs,  that  infirm  and  cholerick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from  him,  as 
this  of  Kenfs,  banifhment. 

Gon,  There  is  further  complement  of  leave-taking  between 
France  and  him ;  pray  you  let  us  fit  together :  if  our  father 
carry  authority  with  fiich  difpofition  as  he  bears,  this  laft  fiir- 
render  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  ftiall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'  th'  heat.  \Exemt. 

SCENE  VI. 

A  Cafile  helongmg  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter.    Enter  Bajlard 

With  a  letter, 

Bafl,^  j  ^HOU  Nature  art  my  goddels,  to  thy  law 
JL     My  fervices  are  bound  j  wherefore  ftiould  I 

Stand 
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Stand  in  the  plague  of  cnftom,  and  permit 

The  ^nicety  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 

For  that  I  am  ibme  twelve  or  fourteen  moonfliines 

Xag  of  a  brother?  why  hafiard>  wherefore  hafe"^ 

When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compact, 

'My  mind  as  gen'rous,  and  my  {hape  as  true. 

As  honeft  madam's  ilTue  ?  why  brand  they  us 

With  bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  ?  baftardy  ?  bafe,  bafe  ? 

Who  in  the  lufty  Health  of  nature,  take 

More  Gcmpofition  and  fierce  quality, 

Than  doth  within  a  dull,  ftale,  tired  bed. 

Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 

-Got  'tween  a-fleep  and  wake  ?  Well  then, 

Legitimate  Edgar ^  I  muft  have  your  land, 

Gur  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund, 

As  to  th' legitimate fine  word- — legitimate  

Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpced 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

Shall  to  th' legitimate  1  grow,  I  profper.;  > 

Now  Gods  fland  up  for  baflards! 

SCENE  VIL 

To  hm.  Enter  Glo'fter. 

Qlo.  Kent  banifh'd  thus!  and  France  in  ckoler  parted! 
And  the  King  gone  to-night !  fiibfcrib'd  his  pow'r, 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  !  all  is  gone 
Upon  the  gad!  Edmund,  how  now?  "what  news? 

Bafl.  So  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  none.      [Putting  up  the  letter, 

Glo.  Why  fo  earneflly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 

Bajl,  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Gh.  What  paper  were  you  reading? 

Bafl,  Nothing,  my  lord, 

Glo. 

curiofity^  -4 
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Glo.  No!  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it  into 
yonr  pocket  ?  the  quaUty  of  nothing  hath  not  fuch  need  to  hide 
it  felf.  Let's  fee  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I  fhali  not  need 
fpedacles. 

Baft,  I  befeech  you  Sir,  pardon  mcj  it  is  a  letter  from  my 
brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  ^  and  for  fo  much  as  I 
have  perus*d,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter.  Sir. 

Bafi.  I  fliall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it  5  the  contents, 
as  in  part  I  underfland  them,  are  to  blame. 
Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Bafi,  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  juflification,  he  wrote  this  but 
as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  reads J\  This  polky  and  reverence  of  age  makes  the  world 
kntter  to  the  beft  of  our  times  j  keeps  our  fortunes  from  us,  'ttil  om 
oldnefs  cannot  reltjh  them,  I  begin  to  find  an  idle  and  fond  bond- 
age m  the  opprejjion  of  aged  t'yranny ;  which  /ways,  not  as  it  hath 
power y  but  as  it  is  fitffered.  Come  to  me^  that  of  this  I  may  /peak 
more.  If  our  father  would  fieep  Hill  1  wak'd  him^  you  Jhould  en- 
joy half  hts  revenue  for  ever  ^  and  live  the  beloved  of  your  brother, 

Edgar.  Hum —  Confpiracy !  fleep  'till  I  wake  him  you 

fhould  enjoy  half  his  revenue  My  fbn  Edgar/  had  he  a  hand 

to  write  this !  a  heart  and  a  brain  to  breed  it  in When  came  this 
to  you  ?  who  brought  it  ? 

Baft,  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord  ^  there's  the  cunning 
of  it.   I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafement  of  my  clofet. 

Glo,  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

Baft.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durft  fwear  it 
were  his  ,•  but  in  refped:  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it  were  not, 

Glo,  It  is  his. 

Baft.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord    I  hope  his  heart  is  not  in  the 
contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bufinefs  ? 
Vol.  III.  C  Bafi. 
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Baft.  Never,  my  lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft  maintain 
it  to  be  fit,  that  fons  at  perfed  age,  and  fathers  declining,  the 
father  fhould  be  as  a  ward  to  the  fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his 
revenue. 

GIo.  O  villain,  villain!  his  very  opinion  in  the  letter.  Ab- 
horred villain!  unnatural,  detefted,  bruitifh  villain!  worfe  than 
bruitifti !  Go,  firrah,  feek  him  j  I'll  apprehend  him.  Abominable 
villain!  where  is  he? 

Baft.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord  j  if  it  fliall  pleafe  you  to 
fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  brother,  'till  you  can  derive 
from  him  better  teftimony  of  his  intent,  you  ftiould  run  a  certain 
eourfe  where,  if  you  violently  proceed  againft  him,  miftaking 
his  purpofe,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in  your  honour,  and  fhake 
in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life 
for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  AfFedion  to  your  ho- 
nour, and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Bajl.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you  where  you 
fliall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular  alTurance  have 
your  fatisfadion,  and  that  without  any  further  delay  than  this 
very  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter.  Edmund^  feek  him  out  j 
wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you ;  frame  the  bufinefs  after  your  own 
wifdom.  I  would  unftate  my  felf,  to  be  in  a  due  rcfblution. 

Baji.  I  will  feek  him.  Sir,  prefently  j  convey  the  bufinefs  as 
I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo,  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  portend  no  good 
to  us  J  though  the  wifdom  of  nature  canrealbn  it  thus  and  thus, 
yet  nature  finds  it  felf  fcourg'd  by  the  fequent  effeds.  Love 
cools,  friendfhip  falls  off,  brothers  divide.  In  cities,  mutinies  ^ 
in  countries,  difcord  ^  in  palaces,  treafon  5  and  the  bond  crack'd 
,  'twixt  fon  and  father.  This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the 
\     predidion,  there's,  fon  againft  father  j.  the  King  falls  from  biafs 

of 


King  Lear.  15 

of  nature,  there's  father  againft  child.  We  have  feen  the  beft  of 
our  time.  Machinations,  hoUownels,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous 
diforders  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  graves !  Find  out  this  villain, 

Edmund 'j  it  (hall  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  carefully  and  the 

noble  and  true-hearted ^ f?/^  baniflVd!  his  offence,  Honefty.  'Tis 
ftrange.  [Ex'th^ 

SCENE  VIII. 

Bafi,  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that  when 
we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furfeits  of  our  own  behaviour) 
we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  fiin,  the  moon  and  ftars  • 
as  if  we  were  villains  on  neceffity,  fools  by  heavenly  compulfion, 
knaves,  thieves,  and  treacheiousby  fpherical  predominance,  drunk- 
ards, lyars,  and  adulterers  by  an  inforc'd  obedience  of  plane- 
tary influence ,-  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thruft- 
ing  on.  An  admirable  evafion  of  whore-mafler  Man,  to  lay  his 
goatifh  difpofition  on  the  charge  of  a  ftar!  my  father  com- 
pounded with  my  mother  under  the  Dragon's  tail,  and  my  na- 
tivity was  under  Urfa  major,  fo  that  it  follows  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  I  fhould  have  been  what  I  am,  had  the  maidenlieft 
ftar  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  baftardizing. 

SCENE  IX. 

To  htmy  Enter  Edgar. 

Baji.  Pat!  becomes  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old  co- 
medy ;  my  cue  is  villainous  Melancholy,  with  a  figh  like  f  Tom 
o'  Bedlam — O  thefe  eclipfes  portend  thefe  divifions  ?  fa,  fbl,  la,  me— 

Edg,  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  contempla- 
tion are  you  in  ? 

Bafl.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prcdidion  I  read  this  other 
day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe  eclipfes. 

Edg,  Do  you  bufie  your  felf  with  that  ? 

C  2  Bajl. 

t  them.    Old  edition. 
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Bc^.  I  promife  you  the  effeds  he  writes  of,  iucceed  un- 
happily.   When  faw  you  my  father  laft? 
Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 
Baft,  Spake  you  with  him  ? 
Edg,  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  difpleafiirc 
in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 
Edg,  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethink  your  felf  wherein  you  have  offended  him :  and 
at  my  intreaty  forbear  his  prefence,  until  fbme  httle  time  hath 
qualified  the  heat  of  his  difpleafure;  which  at  this  inftant  fb 
rageth  in  him,  that  with  the  milchief  of  your  perfcn  it  would 
fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baft.  That's  my  fear  j  I  pray  you  have  a  continent  forbear^ 
ance  'till  the  fpced  of  his  rage  goes  flower :  and  as  I  fay,  retire 
with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to 
hear  my  lord  fpeak :  pray  you  go,  there's  my  key  :  if  you  do 
ftir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 

Edg.  Arm'd,  brother! 

Baft,  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  beft  ^  I  am  no  honeft  man 
if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you :  I  have  told  you  what 
I  have  feen  and  heard,  but  faintly  j  nothing  like  the  image  and 
horror  of  it  ,•  pray  you  away. 

Edg,  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ?  [Exit. 

SCENE  X. 

Baft,  I  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs  : 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  (b  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpedts  none  ,*  on  whole  foolifli  honefly 
Ivly  practices  ride  eafie :  I  fee  the  bufinels. 

Let 
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Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  hnds  by  wit. 

All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fafliion  fit.  [Exit. 

SCENE  XL 

The  Duke  of  Albany'^  Palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  and  Steward, 

Gon,  I  "A  I D  my  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of  his. 
LJ      fool  ? 
Stew,  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me ;  every  hour 
He  flafhes  into  one  grofs  crime  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds,-  I'll  not  endure  it; 
His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle.   When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  fick. 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  lervices, 
You  {hall  do  well,  the  fault  of  it  I'll  anfwer. 

Stew,  He's  coming,  madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe. 
You  and  your  fellows :  Fd  have  it  come  to  queftion  * 
If  he  diftafl:e  it,  let  him  to  my  filler, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  ate  one.. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stew,  Well,  madam. 

Gon,  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among  you  : 
what  grows  of  it  no  matter,  advife  your  fellows  fo,  I'll  write  ftrait 
to  my  lifter  to  hold  my  courier  prepare  for  dinner.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  XII. 

Enier  Kent  dlfgmfd, 
Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borroW;, 

And 
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And  can  my  fpeech  dilufe,  my  good  intent 

May  carry  thro'  it  felf  to  that  full  iffae 

For  which  I  razM  mv  hkenefs.    Banifh'd  Kem. 

If  thou  can'ft  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemned, 

So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter  whom  thou  lov'ft 

Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  wtthm.   Enter  Lear,  Kmghts  and  Attendanti. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  flay  a  jot  for  dinner,  go  get  it  ready :  how 
now,  what  art  thou  ? 
Kent,  A  man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doll  thou  profefs  f  what  would'ft  thou  with  us  ? 

Kent.  I  do  profels  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem ;  to  ferve  him 
truly  that  will  put  me  in  truft,  to  love  him  that  is  honeft,  to 
converfe  with  him  that  is  wife  and  fays  little,  to  fear  judgment, 
to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and  to  eat  no  fifh. 

Lear,  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent,  A  very  honefl-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the  King, 
Lear,  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjed,  as  he's  for  a  King, 
thou  art  poor  enough.    What  would'fl  thou  ? 
Kent,  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  wOuld'ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance,  which 
I  would  fain  call  mafter. 
Lear.  What's  that  ? 
Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  a  curious 
tale  in  telHng  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  meffage  bluntly:  that  which 
ordinary  men  are  fit  for^  I  am  qualifj'd  in,  and  the  beft  of  me 
is  diligence.  '^-^  r.  i 

Lear, 
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Lear,  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  finging,  nor 
lb  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have  years  on  my  back 
forty  eight. 

hear.  Follow  me,  thou  (halt  ferve  me  j  if  I  like  thee  no  worfe 
after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet.  Dinner  ho,  dinner — 
where's  my  knave  ?  my  fool  ?  go  you  and  call  my  fool  hither. 
You,  you,  firrah,  where's  my  daughter? 

Rnter  Steward, 

Stew.  So  pleafe  you   [Exit, 

Lear,  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clotpole  back  : 

where's  my  fool  ?  ho  ?  1  think  the  world's  afleep,  how  now  ? 

where's  that  mungrel  ? 

Kmght.  He  fays,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I  call'd  him  ^ 
Kmght.  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  in  the  roundeft  manner,  he  would  not. 
Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  but  to  my 
judgment,  your  highnefs  is  not  entertain'd  with  that  ceremonious 
affection  as  you  were  wont  j  there's  a  great  abatement  of  kindneft 
appears  as  well  in  the  general  dependants,  as  in  the  Duke  him- 
felf  alfo,  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  I  fay'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be  miftaken  ; 
for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  think  your  highnefs  is 
wrong'd. 

Lear.  Thou  but  remember'ft  me  of  my  own  conception.  I 
have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negled:  of  late,  which  I  have  rather 
blamed  as  my  own  jealous  curiofity,  than  as  a  very  pretence  and 
purpofe  of  unkindnels ;  I  will  look  further  into't ;  but  where'^s  my 
fool  >  I  have  not  feen  him  thefe  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France,  Sir,  the  fool 
hath  much  pined  away. 

^  Lear, 
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Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you  and  tell 
my  daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you  call  hither  my 
fool.  O  you  Sir,  come  you  hither  Sir,  who  am  I  Sir? 

E^ter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lady's  father  ?  my  lord's  knave,  you  whorfbn  dog, 
you  flave,  you  cur. 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  lord ;    I  befeech  your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rafcal  ?  [Strikmg  him. 

Stew.  I'll  not  be  ftruck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player. 

\Tr  'tppmg  up  hh  heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  111  love 
thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away,  FU  teach  you  differences :  away, 
away  j  if  you  will  mealure  your  lubber's  length  again,  tarry ;  but 
away,  go  to ;  have  you  wifdom,  fb. 

Lear,  Now  my  friendly  knave  I  thank  thee,  there's  earneft 
of  thy  fervice. 

SCENE  xm. 

To  them^  Enter  FooL 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  coxcomb. 

\Gw'tng  his  cap. 
Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  do'ft  thou  ? 
Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  favour ;  nay, 
an  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  wind  (itSy  thou'lt  catch  cold  fhort- 
ly.  There  take  my  coxcomb  ^  why,  this  fellow  has  banifh'd  two 
of  his  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  bleffing  againft  his  will  ,•  if 

thou 
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thou  follow  him,  thou  muft  needs  wear  my  coxcomb.   How  now 
nuncle  ?  would  I  had  two  coxcombs,  and  two  daughters. 
Lear.  Why,  my  boy? 

Fool.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  I'll  keep  my  coxcomb  my 
felfj  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 
Lear,  Take  heed.  Sirrah,  the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth's  a  dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  muft  be  whip'd  out, 
when  the  lady  brach  may  ftand  by  th'  fire  and  ftink. 
Lear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  111  teach  thee  a  Ipeech.  \To  Kent. 

Lear.  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it,  nuncle,- 
Have  more  than  thou  ftioweft. 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knoweft. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft. 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft. 
Learn  more  than  thou  troweft. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft : 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  within  door. 
And  thou  ftialt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer,  you  give 
me  nothing  for't  j  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  nothing,  nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why  no,  boy,  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee  tell  him,  fb  much  the  rent  of  his  land  comes  to : 
he  will  not  believe  a  fool.  *  \To  Kent. 

*  — — —  believe  a  fool. 
Lear.  A  bitter  fool. 

Fool.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a  bitter  fool  and  a 
fweet  one  ? 
Lear.  No  lad :  teach  me. 

Fool.  Nuncle,  give  me  an  egg,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns. 
Lear.  What  two  Crowns,  (^c. 
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t  Lear,  Doft  thou  call  me  fool  ? 

*  Fool,  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away;  that  thou 

*  waft  born  with. 

*  Kefit,  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 

*  Fool,  No  faith,  Lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me  ^  if  I 

*  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would  have  part  on't :  nay  the  Ladies 
^  too,  they'll  not  let  me  have  all  fool  my  felf,  they'll  be  fnatching. 
Give  me  an  egg  nuncle,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns. 

Lear,  What  two  crowns  fhall  they  be  ? 

Fool,  Why  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'  middle  and  eat  up 
the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg :  when  thou  cloveft  thy 
crown  i'th'  middle  and  gav'ft  away  both  parts,  thou  bor'ft  thine 
a(s  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt^  thou  had'ft  little  wit  in  thy  bald 
crown,  when  thou  gav'ft  thy  golden  one  away :  if  I  fpeak  like 
my  felf  in  this,  let  him  be  whip'd  that  firft  finds  it  fo. 

Fools  ne'er  had  lefs  grace  m  a  year^  [Singing, 
For  wtfemen  are  grown  foppiJJjy 
And  know  not  how  their  whs  to  wear. 
Their  manners  are  fo  apijh. 

Lear,  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  lull  of  fongs,  firrah  ? 

Fool,  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e'er  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy  daugh- 
ters thy  mothers  j  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the  rod,  and  put'ft 
down  tRine  own  breeches,  then  they 

For  fudden  jo^  did  weep^  [Singing. 

And  I  for  forrowfmgy 

That  fuch  a  King  fhould  play  ho  peep y 

And  go  the  fools  among, 

Pr'ythee  nuncle  keep  a  fchool-mafter  that  can  teach  thy  fool  to 
lie;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear,  If  you  lie,  firrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are :  they'll 

have 

-j-  Thefe  are  out  of  the  old  edition. 
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have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'lt  have  me  whipt  for 
lying,  and  fometimes  I  am  whipt  for  holding  my  peace.  I  had 
rather,  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool,  and  yet  I  would  not  be 
thee,  nuncle;  thou  haft  pared  thy  wit  o'both  fides,  and  left 
nothing  i'th' middle  j  here  comes  one  o'th' parings, 

SCENE  XIV. 

To  themy  Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter  ?  what  makes  that  frontlet  on  ? 
you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  th'  frown. 

Fool,  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  hadft  no  need  to 
care  for  her  frowning  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a  figure  I 
am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  fool,  thou  art  nothing — 
yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  tongue,  \To  Goneril.]  fo  your  face 
bids  me,  tho'  you  fay  nothing. 

Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  crufl  nor  crumy 
Weary  of  all,  fhall  want  fome. 

That's  a  flieal'd  pefcod. 

Gon.  Not  only.  Sir,  this  your  all-licenc'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue. 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots.  Sir. 
I  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs    but  now  grow  fearful 
By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  (poke  and  done. 
That  you  protedt  this  courJfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance ;  if  you  fliould,  the  fault 
Would  not  'fcape  cenfiire,  nor  the  redreffes  fleep. 
Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholfbme  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
(Which  elfe  were  fhame,)  that  then  neceflity 

D  z 
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Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle, 
The  he dge-fp arrow  fed  the  Cuckoo  fo  long. 
That  It  had  tfs  head  hit  off  by  tfs  young  j 
So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon.  I  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  wifdom,  - 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  cart  draws  the  horfe 
whoop  Jug  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus  ?  where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 

Are  lethargied  Ha !  waking  'tis  not  fo  ^ 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ?  * 
Leaf$  fliadow  ?  I  would  learn,  for  by  the  marks 
Of  fovereignty,  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon, 
I  fliould  be  falfc  perfuaded  I  had  daughters. 
Your  name, :  fair  gentlewoman  ?  

Gon.  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o'th'  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.    I  do  befeech  you 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright : 
You,  as  you're  old  and  rev'rend,  fhould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you^  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  'Squires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn  j  epicurifin  and  luft 
Make  it  more  Hke  a  tavern  or.  a  brothel. 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.    Shame  it  felf  doth  /peak 

*  who  I  am  ? 

Fool.  Lear's  fhadow. 
Lear.  Your  name,  fiiir  gentlewoman  ? 
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For  inftant  remedy.  Be  then  defir'd 

By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  fhe  begs, 

'  Of  fifty  to  dilquantity  your  train 

And  the  remainders  that  fliall  ftill  depend. 

To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befbrt  your  age. 

And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils ! 

Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together  

Degen'rate  baftard!  I'll  not  trouble  thee; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder'd  rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

SCENE  XV. 

To  them,  Enter  Albany. 

Lear,  Woe !  that  too  late  repents  

Is  it  your  will,  fpeak,  Sir?;  prepare  my  horfes.   [To  A\h^ 

Ingratitude!  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous  when  thou  fliew'ft  thee  in  a  child, 

Than  the  fea-monfter. 

Alh,  Pray  Sir  be  patient* 

Lear,  Detefted  kite!  thou  lieft.  \To  GonerilL 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rareft  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  moft  exact  regard  fiipport 
The  worfhips  of  their  names.   O  moft  fmall  fault  f 
How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  {hew  ? 
Which  like  an  engine  wrencht  my  frame  of  nature- 
From  the  fixt  place;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.   O  Lear,  Lear,  Leari 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in,  [Striking  his  head.. 

And 

'A  little  is  the  common  reading;  hut  it  appears  from  what  Lear  fays  in  the  next  Scene- 
that  this  number  fifty  was  rec[uir'd  to  be  cut  ojf^  which  (as  the  editions  flood)  is  no  where- 
fpecify'd  by  GonerilL 
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And  thy  dear  judgment  out.  Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  Pm  guiltlefs,  as  Pm  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fb,  my  lord  — 
Hear  Nature,  hear,  dear  goddefs  hear  a  Father? 
Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful ; 
Into  her  womb  convey  fterility. 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe. 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  ipring 
A  babe  to  honour  her.   If  fhe  muft  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her; 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth. 
With  cadent  tears  fret  chanels  in  her  cheeks. 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt  ,•  that  (he  may  feel. 
How  (harper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is, 
To  have  a  thanklels  child, —  ""Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  Now  Gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflid  your  felf  to  know  of  it : 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  Icope 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight  ?  

Alb.  What's  the  matter.  Sir  ? 

Lear.  Ill  tell  thee  —  life  and  death !  I  am  afliam'd 
That  thou  haft  poVr  to  fliake  my  manhood  thus. 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 

Should  make  thee  worth  them  blafts  and  fogs  upon  thee 

TlV  '  untender  woundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee.   Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  her  once  again,  Pll  pluck  ye  out, 


away,  away. 
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And  call  you  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe 

To  temper  clay.   Ha !  ^  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Let  it  be  fb :  I  have  another  daughter. 

Who  I  am  fiire  is  kind  and  comfortable  ,• 

When  (he  (hall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 

She'll  flea  thy  wolvifh  vifage.   Thou  flialt  find,  ' 

That  ril  refume  the  fhape  which  thou  doft  think 

I  have  caft  off  for  ever.  [Ex.  Lear  and  a^tendants^ 

SCENE  XVI. 

Gon,  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Goner'dly 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you. 

Gon.  Pray  you  be  content.  What  Ofwald,  ho  f 
You,  Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  mafter. 

FooL  Nuncle  LeoTy  nuncle  Lear^  tarry,  take  the  fool  with  rfiee 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  (uch  a  daughter. 
Should  fiire  to  the  flaughter. 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter. 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  \Exip. 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counfel, — a  hundred  Knights! • 
'Tis  politick  and  lafe  to  let  him  keep 
A  hundred  Knights  j  yes,  that  on  ev'ry  dream. 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  pow'rs. 
And  hold  our  lives  at  mercy.  Ofivald^  I  fay. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far ;  — 

Gon.  Safer  than  truft  too  far. 
Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear. 
Not  fear  ftill  to  be  harm'd.    I  know  his  hearty 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  fifter  ,• 

If 

^Jet  it  he  fo. 
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If  flie'll  fuftain  him  and  his  hundred  Knights, 
When  I  have  fliew'd  th'  nnfitnefs— — 

Enter  Steward, 

How  now,  Ofwaldl 

What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  fifter  ? 
Stew.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon,  Take  you  fome  company,  away  to  horfe. 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fears. 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own 
As  may  compact  it  more.   So  get  you  gone. 
And  haften  your  return.  \EjXit  Steward, 

 No,  no  my  lord. 

This  milky  gentlenefs  and  courfe  of  yours, 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet  under  pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  task  for  want  of  wifdom, 
Than  prais'd  for  harmlefs  mildnefs. 

Alh.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell  ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 

Gon,  Nay  then  

Alh.  Well,  well,  th' event.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  XVII. 

Re-enter  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman  and  Fool. 

hear.  Go  you  before  to  Gyjler  with  thefe  letters,-  acquaint 
my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know,  than  comes 
from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter  ^  if  your  dihgence  be  not 
fpecdy,  I  lhall  be  there  afore  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  lord,  'till  I  have  delivered  your 
letter.  [Exit, 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brain  were  in  his  heels,  wer't  not  in  danger 
of  kibes  ? 

Lear,  Ay  boy. 

Fool, 
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Fool,  Then  I  pr'ythee  be  merry,  thy  wit  fhall  not  go  flip-fliod. 
Lear,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  ufe  thee  kindly  j  for 
though  (he's  as  Uke  this  as  a  crab's  like  an  apple,  yet  I  can  tell 
what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  What  canft  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool.  She  will  tafte  as  like  this^  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab. 
Canft  thou  tell  why  one's  nofe  ftands  i'th'  middle  of  one's  face  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  fide  one's  nofej 
that  what  a  man  cannot  finell  out,  he  may  fpy  into. 
Lear.  I  did  her  wrong! 

Fool.  Can'ft  tell  how  an  oyfter  makes  his  fliell? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  fnail  has  a  houfe. 
Lear.  Why? 

Fool.  Why  to  put's  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his  daugh- 
ters, and  leave  his  horns  without  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature :  fo  kind  a  father !  be  my  hor- 
fes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  afles  are  gone  about  'em  the  reafon  why  the  fe- 
ven  ftars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  realbn. 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes  indeed;  thou  would'ft  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take't  again  perforce!- — monfter  ingratitude! 

Fool.  If  you  were  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  thee  beaten  for 
being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that?  * 

Fool.  Thou  {hould'ft  not  have  been  old,  'till  thou  hadft 
been  wife. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav'n! 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad. 
How  now,  are  the  horfes  ready  ? 

-  Vol.  III.  E  Gent. 
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(lent.  Reidy  rby  lord. 
Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool,  She  that's  a  maid  no^^  and  laughs  at  my  cJepartur^, 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  ftiorter.  \Exe, 


A  C  T  11.    S  C  E  N  E  L 

A  Caflle  betongmg  tD  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter. 

Enter  Bafiard  and  Curan,  /ei)trally. 
Bastard. 

AVE  thee,  Cufafi, 

Cur,  And  you.  Sir.  I  have  beeh  with  your 
father,  and  given  hiin  notice  th^t  the  Duke  of 
Cornwall,  and  Regan  his  Dutehefi,  will  be  here 
With  him  this  night. 
Baft.  How  comes  that  ? 
Gur.  Nay  I  know  hbt    you  have  he^ltd  of  thfe  iieVs  abirdad, 
I  mean  the  whifper'd  otles^  for  they  are  yet  bUt  feat-kiffihg  Ar- 
guments. 

Bafi.  Not  i ;  pray  you  what  are  they  ? 
Ciir,  Hive  you  heard  of  m  likfely  Wars  tewatd,  'twiJtt  the 
Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Alhart^l 
Bafi.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  then  in  time.   Fare  you  Well,  Sir.  [j&x'tt. 

S  C  E  N  E  11. 

Bafi.  The  Duke  be  here  to-night!  the  better!  beft! 
This  weaves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  bufinels. 
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My  father  hath  Jfet  guard  to  take  my  brother. 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  queftion 
Which  I  muft  adt ;  briefnels,  and  fortune  work ! 

To  h'tm^  Enter  Edgar. 

Ba^,  Brother,  a  word,  defcend,  brother,  I  fay, 
My  father  watches ;  O  Sir,  fly  this  place, 
InteUigence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid 
YouVe  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night— — 
Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall^ 
He's  coming  hither,  now  i'th'  night,  hafte. 
And  Regan  with  him ;  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Albany  ? 
Advife  your  felf. 

Edg,  Vm  (ure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Bafi.  I  hear  my  father  coming.    Pardon  me— — 

In  cunning  I  muft  draw  my  Iword  upon  you  

Draw,  feem  to  defend  your  felf. 
Now  quit  you  well  

Yield —  come  before  my  father  light  hoa,  here,-" 

Fly,  brother — Torches  [ —  fo  farewel   [Ex.  Edg» 

Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

\_Womds  hh  arm* 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.    I've  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  (port.  Father!  father? 
Stop,  flop,  no  help? — 

SCENE  III. 

To  h'm,  Enter  Glo'fter,  and fervants  with  torches,, 

GIo.  Now  Edmundy  where's  the  villain  ? 
Bafi.  Here  ftood  he  in  the  dark,  his  {harp  fword  out. 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conj'ring  the  moon 
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To  ftand  his  aufpicious  miftrefs. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Bafi,  Look  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund? 

Baft.  Fled  this  way,  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could — 

Glo.  Purfue  him,  ho !  go  after.    By  no  means,  what  ?— 

Bafi.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  iordfliip  ; 
But  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainft  parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend. 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  ftrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th'  father.  Sir,  in  fine, 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  ftood 
To  his  unnat'ral  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  fword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  launched  mine  arm  f 
And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarmed  fpirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rouz'd  to  th'  encounter. 
Or  whether  f  gafted  by  the  noife  I  made, 
Pull  fuddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far 
Not  in  this  land  (hall  he  remain  uncaught 

And  found  J  difpatch  the  noble  Duke,  my  mafter, 

My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  to-night. 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  fhall  deferve  our  thanks, 
Bringing  the  murth'rous  coward  to  the  Stake : 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Baft.  When  I  diffwaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curfl:  fpeech 
I  threaten'd  to  difcover  him ;  he  replied. 
Thou  unpoflefling  bafl:ard,  do'ft:  thou  think. 
If  I  would  ftand  againft  thee,  would  the  repofal 
Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee  '  * 

Make 

•\  gafted,  for  aghafted. 
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Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  no,  by  what  I  fhould  deny, 

(As  this  I  would,  ahhough  thou  did^ft  produce 

My  very  character)  Pd  turn  it  all 

To  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,  and  damned  pradice,- 

And  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of  the  world. 

If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 

Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  ^  fpurrs 

To  make  thee  feek  it.  \Trumpet$  with'm,- 

Glo.  O  ftrange,  faften'd  villain  \ 
Would  he  deny  his  letter,  faid  he  ? 

Hark,  the  Duke's  trumpets !  I  know  not  why  he  comes  

All  ports  I'll  bar,  the  villain  fliall  not  fcape. 
The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that,-  befides,  his  picture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him,-  and  of  my  land, 
(Loyal  and  natural  boy)  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable, 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter.  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  attendants. 

Corn,  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  fince  I  came  hither, , 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard:  ^  ftrange  news, 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  fhort 
Which  can  purfue  th'  offender  ^  how  does  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  O  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it's  crack'd. . 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godlon  feek  your  life  ? . 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar} 

Glo.  O  lady,  lady,  ftiame  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  Knights 
That  tended  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not,  madam  j  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. . 

Baft,  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Keg, 

•  fprin,  ^  ftrangenefs. 
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Reg,  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill^affeded  j 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'  expence  and  wafte  of  revenues. 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  fifter 
Been  well  informed  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  aflure  thee,  Regan ; 
Edmund^  I  hear  that  you  have  (hewn  your  father 
A  child-hke  office. 

Bafi,  It's  my  duty.  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  pradice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn,  Is  he  purlued? 

Glo,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm :  make  your  own  purpofe. 
How  in  my  ftrength  you  pleafe.  As  for  you  Edmund^ 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  commend  it  felf,  you  fhall  be  ours  ,• 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  fhall  much  need : 
Tou  we  firft  feize  on. 

Bafl.  I  fhall  ferve  you.  Sir, 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

Glo,  I  thank  your  grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vifit  you 
Thus  out  of  feafbn  thredding  dark-ey'd  night  ? 

Reg,  Occafions,  noble  GUfler^  of  fome  prize. 
Wherein  we  muft  have  ufe  of  your  advice—' — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  fifter, 
Of  diff'rences,  which  I  befl  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home ;  the  fev'ral  meffengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.    Our  good  old  friend 
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Lay  C6fnroi*M  td  ycur  bofbm,  and  beftow 
Yotir  tieedful  couftfel  to  our  bufinefles, 
Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Gto,  I  ferve  you,  madam, 
Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  \ExemU 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Kent,  and  Steward^  feveralty, 

Steiv.  Good  t  evening  to  thee  friend,  art  of  this  houfe? 
Kent.  Ay. 

Stew,  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  > 
Kent,  rth'mir^* 

Stew.  Pr'ythee  if  thou  lov'fl  me  tell  me, 

Kent,  I  love  thee  not. 

Stew,  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent,  If  I  had  thee  in  Ltpsbury  pinfold,  I  would  make  thee 
care  for  me. 

Stew,  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent,  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew,  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent,  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats,  a  bafe, 
proud,  (hallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred  pound,  filthy 
woofted-ftockihg  knave,-  a  lilly-Iiver'd,  a5lion-taking,  Whor- 
fon:  Glafs-gazing,  fuper-ferviceable  finical  rogue;  one  trunk- 
inheriting  flave ;  one  that  would'ft  be  a  bawd  in  way  of  good 
fervice  j  and  art  nothing  but  the  compofition  of  a  knave,  beg- 
gar, coward,  pander,  and  the  fon  and  heir  of  a  mungril  bitch  ,• 
one  whom  1  will  beat  into  clam'rous  whining,  if  thou  deny'fl: 
the  leaft  fy liable  of  thy  addition. 

Stew,  Why  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to  rail  on 
one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee  ? 

Kent. 

\  In  the  common  editions  it  is  Good  dawnipg,  iho*  the  time  he  apparently  night.  J  hai;e 
rejior'd  it  to  fenfe  from  the  old  edition. 
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Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou  to  deny  thou 
knoweft  me  ?  is  it  two  days  iince  I  tript  up  thy  heels,  and  beat 
thee  before  the  King  ?  draw  you  rogue,  for  tho'  it  be  night, 
yet  the  moon  (hines  j  I'll  make  a  fop  o'th'  moonfliine  of  you, 
you  whorfon  cuUeinly  barber-monger,  draw. 

[Drawmg  his  fword. 

Stew,  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcal  you  come  with  letters  againft  the 
King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's  part,  againft  the  royalty  of 
her  father  -  draw  you  rogue,  or  III  fo  carbonado  your  flianks — 
draw,  you  rafcal,  come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Help,  ho !  murther !  help !-  

Kent,  Strike,  you  flave ;  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you  neat  Have, 
ftrike.  [Beating  him» 

Stew.  Help  ho!  murther!  murther!  

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  Bafiard,  Cornwal,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Servants. 

Baft.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  Part — 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe,  come,  I'll 
fiefh*  ye,  come  on  young  mafter. 

Glo.  Weapons  ?  arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  peace  upon  your  lives,  he  dies  that  ftrikes  again, 
^'hat's  the  matter? 

Reg.  The  meffengers  from  our  fifter  and  the  King  ? 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  fpeak. 

Stew.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  valour,  you  cow- 
ardly rakal,  nature  difclaims  all  fliare  in  thee;  a  tailor  made 
thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow,  a  tailor  make  a  man  ? 
Kent,   A  tailor.  Sir?  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter  could 

...     5  not 
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not  have  made  him  fb  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but  two  hours 
o'th*  trade. 

Corn,  Speak  you,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Stew,  This  ancient  ruffian,  Sir,  whofe  life  I  have  fpar'd  at 
fiite  of  his  grey  beard  

Kent,  Thou  whorfbn  zed !  thou  unnecefTary  letter  I  my  lord, 
if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted  villain  into 
mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a  jakes  with  him.  Spare  my  grey 
beard  ?  you  wag-tail !  

Corn,  Peace,  Sirrah! 
You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent,  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn,  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent,  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fliou'd  wear  a  fword. 
Who  wears  no  honefty  :  fuch  fmiling  rogues 
^As  thefe,  like  rats  oft  bite  thofe  cords  in  twain 
Too  intricate  t'  unloofe :  footh  ev'ry  paffion 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels ; 
*  Bring  oil  to  fire,  fhow  to  their  colder  moods ; 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  gale  and  Vary  of  their  matters. 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptick  vifage? 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
rd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot, 

Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

Glo,  How  fell  you  out?  fay  that. 

Kent,  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy. 
Than  I  and  fiich  a  knave. 

Corn,  Why  doft  thou  call  him  knave  ?  what  is  his  fault  ? 

«  years. 

^  Like  rats  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 

Which  art  f  intrince^  4*  mloofe :  fm^oih      •  -  *  Beini. 

Vol.  III.  F  Kent. 
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Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Com.  No  more  perchance  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain ; 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  ftand  on  any  fhoulder  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

Corn,  This  is  fome  fellow, 
Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  afFed: 
A  fawcy  roughnefs,  and  con  ft  rain  j  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature.    He  can't  flatter,  he, 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth. 
An  they  will  take  it,  fb  j  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnels 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  far  corrupter  ends. 
Than  twenty  filly  ducking  obiervants. 
That  ftretch  thdx  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity, 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  afped, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire. 

Or  flickering  Phoebus'  front  

Corn,  What  mean'ft  by  this? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  diale<St,  which  you  difcommend  fo 
much  j  I  know.  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  j  he  that  beguil'd  you  in 
a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  j  which  for  my  part  I  will  not 
be,  though  I  fliould  win  your  drfpleafure  to  intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Stew.  I  never  gave  him  any : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  mafter  very  lately 
To  flrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftrn<5tion ; 
When  he  ^conjund,  and  flatt'ring  his  difpleafiire, 
Tript  me  behind ;  being  down,  infultcd,  Tail'd, 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man. 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King^ 

For 
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For  him  attempting  who  was  felf-lubdu'd^ 
And  in  the  fleftiment  of  this  dread  exploit 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent,  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards. 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Corn,  Fetch  forth  the  flocks. 
You  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev'rend  braggart. 
We'll  teach  you. 

Kent,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn : 
Call  not  your  flocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King ; 
On  whofe  imployment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  (hall  do  fmall  refped,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  matter. 
Stocking  his  meffenger. 

Corn,  Fetch  forth  the  flocks  j 
As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  fhall  he  fit  'till  noon, 

Reg,  'Till  noon !  'till  night  my  lord,  and  all  night  too. 

Kent,  Why  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog 
You  could  not  ufe  me  fb. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will.  [Stocks  brought 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  ^nature 
Our  fifter  fpeaks  of    Bring  away  the  flocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  beieech  your  grace  not  to  do  ; 
t  His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  matter 
Will  check  him  for'tj  your  purpps'd  low  corredion 
Is  fiich,  as  bafeft  and  the  meanett  wretches 
For  pilf  rings,  and  moft  common  trefpaffes. 
Are  punifh'd  with.  The  King  mutt  take  it  ill 
That  he's  fb  flightly  valued  in  his  meffenger, 
To  have  him  thus  reftrain'd. 

Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  fitter  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  affaulted 

F  2 

£  Colour.  '\  2'he  four  following  lines  added  from  the  old  edition. 
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For  following  her  affairs.  Put  in  his  legs — 

[Kent  rs  put  in  the  ftocb. 
Come  my  lord,  away.  [Exemt  Regan  and  Cornwall. 

s  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Glo,  Pm  forry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  Duke's  pleafiire, 
Whofe  dilpofition  all  the  world  well  knows 
Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftop'd.   I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray  do  not,  Sir.  Tve  watch'd  and  travelled  hard. 
Some  time  I  fhall  deep  out,  the  reft  Fll  whiftle : 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels  j 
Give  you  good  morrow. 

Glo,  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill  taken.  [Exh. 

Kent.  Good  King,  that  muft  approve  the  common  faw. 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'ft 
To  the  warm  lun. 

Approach  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 

[Looking  up  to  the  moon^ 

That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 

Perufe  this  letter.    Nothing  almoft  fees  miracles 

But  mifery.    I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia y 

Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  inform'd 

Of  my  obfcured  courfe.    I  fhall  find  time 

From  this  enormous  ftate,  and  feek  to  give 

LofTes  their  remedies.    All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd. 

Take  vantage  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 

This  fhameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night,  fmile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel. 

\He  fleeps. 
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SCENE  VIL 

SCENE  changes. 
Enter  Edgar^ 

Edg.T  *  V  E  heard  my  felf  proclaim'd, 

X  And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.  No  port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.  Whiles  I  may  fcape 
I  will  preferve  my  felf:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  the  pooreft  (hape 
That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man 
Brought  near  to  beaft:  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filth,. 
Blanket  my  loins,  put  all  my  hair  in  knots. 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who  with  roaring  voices 
Strike  in  their  numbed  and  mortify'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms 
Poor  pelting  villages,  fheep-coats  and  mills. 
Sometimes  with  lunatick  bans,  fometimes  with  pray'rs, 
Inforce  their  charity ;  poor  Turhjgod^  poor  Tom^ 
That's  (bmething  yet:  Edgar  1  nothing  am,  \Extt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Changes  agam  to  the  F^arl  of  Glo'fterV  Cajik, 
Enter  Lear,  Fooly  and  Gentleman^ 
Lear,^  ■     S  ftrange  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from  home, 
JL    And  not  fend  back  my  meflenger, 

Gent, 
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Gent,  As  I  learn'd, 
The  night  before  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent,  Hail  to  thee,  noble  matter. 

Lear.  Ha,  mak'ft  thou  fhame  thy  paftime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Fool,  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters  ^  horfes  are  ty'd  by  the 
teads,  dogs  and  bears  by  th'  neck,  monkeys  by  th*  loins,  and 
men  by  th'  legs  ^  when  a  man  is  over-kfty  at  legs,  then  he  wears 
wooden  nether  ftocks. 

Lear,  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook. 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent,  It  is  both  he  and  flie. 
Your  fbn  and  daughter, 

Lear,  No. 

Kent,  Yes. 

Lear,  No,  I  fay. 

Kent,  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear,  By  Jupiter^  I  fwear  no. 

Kent,  By  Juno^  I  fwear  ay. 

Lear,  They  durft  not  do't. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worfe  than  murther  j 
To  do  upon  refpe6t  fiich  violent  outrage : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  hafle,  which  way 
Thou  might'ft  deferve  or  they  impofe  this  ulage. 
Coming  from  us  ? 

Kent,  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  highnefs'  letters  to  them. 
Ere  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  fhew'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a  recking  poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Goner  'tll  his  miftrefs,  falutation ; 
Delivered  letters  fpight  of  intermiffion, 

Which 
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Which  prefently  Aey  read  :  or  thoft  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  f  meiny,  flrait  took  horfe. 
Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer ;  gave  me  cold  looks  ; 
And  meeting  here  the  other  meflenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifbn'd  niine, 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Dilplay'd  fb  fawcily  againft  your  highnefs. 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew ; 
He  rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  fhame  which  here  it  fiifFers. 

FooL  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefe  fly  that  way. 
Fathers  that  wear  rags 
Do  make  their  children  blind. 
But  fathers  that  bear  bags 
Shall  fee  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore. 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  th'poor. 

But  for  all  this  thou  fhalt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  dear 
daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  year, 

Lear,  Oh  how  this  mother  fwells  up  tow'rd  my  heart  I 
Hyfterka  paffio,  down  thou  climbing  forrow, 
Thy  element's  below    where  is  this  daughter  i 

Kent,  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear,  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  :l^Eyit. 

Gen,  Made  you  no  more  offence 
But  what  you  fpeak  of? 

Kent.  None^ 

How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  number  ? 

Fool.  An  thou  hadft  been  (et  i'th'  ftocks  for  tjaac  (jueftionj 
thou'dft  well  deferve  it. 

Kent,  Why,  foolf 

fooL 

meiny,  or  people* 
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Fool  We*ll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  Ant,  to  teach  thee  there's 
no  laboring  i'th'  winter.  All  that  follow  their  nofes  are  led  by 
their  eyes,  but  blind  men  ^  and  there's  not  a  nofe  among  twenty 

but  can  fmell  him  that's  (linking  let  go  thy  hold  when  a 

"great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  left  it  break  thy  neck  with  fol- 
lowing y  but  the  great  one  that  goes  upward,  let  him  draw  thee 
after.  When  a  wife  man  gives  thee  better  counfel,  give  me  mine 
again ;  I  would  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it,  fince  a  fool 
gives  it. 

TThat  Sir  which  ferves  for  gain, 

And  follows  but  for  form^ 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 

Aiid  leave  thee  in  a  ftorm :  . 

And  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  ftay. 

And  let  the  wife  man  fly : 

The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away, 

trhe  fool  no  knave  perdy. 

Kent,  Where  learn'd  you  this,  fool  ? 

!Fool,  Not  i'th'  ftocks,  fool. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Lear  and  Glo'fter. 

Lear,  Deny  to  (peak  with  me  ?  they're  fick,  they're  weary, 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night?  meer  fetches, 
The^mages  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Bring  me.  a  better  anfwer  

Glo.  My  dear  lord. 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
How  unremoveablc  and  fixt  he  is 
Jn  his  own  courfe. 

Lear,  Vengeance]  plague!  death!  confofion!— — 
Fiery  ?  what  fiery  quality  ?  why  Glo'fter^ 

I  rd 
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rd  ipeak  with  th'  Duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  (b. 
Lear.  Inform'd  them  ?  doft  thou  underftand  me,  man  ? 
Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall,  the  dear  father 
Would  with  his  daughter  fpeak,  ^  commands  her  fervice: 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ?  my  breath  and  blood !  

Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke  that  

No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well. 

Infirmity  doth  ftill  negled:  all  office, 

Whereto  our  health  is  bound  •  we  're  not  our  felves, 

When  nature  being  oppreft  commands  the  mind 

To  luffer  with  the  body.  I'll  forbear. 

And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  heady  will. 

To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit. 

For  the  found  man.  Death  on  my  ftate!  but  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  ?  this  ad  perfwades  me. 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.  Give  me  my  fervant  forth  ; 
Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them : 

Now  prefently  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 

Or  at  their  chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
'Till  it  cry,  fieep  to  death. 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  {Exit. 

Lear.  Oh  me,  my  heart!  my  rifing  heart!  but  down. 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  Eels,  when 
he  put  them  i'th'  Pafly  alive  he  rapt  'em  o'th'  coxcombs  with 
a  flick,  and  cry'd  down  wantons,  down ;  'Twas  his  brother,  that 
in  pure  kindnefs  to  his  horfe  buttered  his  hay. 

comtmnds,  tends^  fervice. 
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SCENE  X. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Servants. 
Lear»  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace.  [Kent  h  fet  at  Uberty. 

Reg,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are,  I  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo ;  if  thou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adult'refs.   O,  are  you  free  ?  [To  Kent. 

Some  other  time  for  that.  Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  filler's  naught :  oh  Regan,  (he  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnels,  like  a  vulture,  here^  [Points  to  his  heart. 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'lt  not  believe 

With  how  deprav'd  a  quality  oh  Regan  I  

Reg.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience ;  I  have  hope 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 
Than  fhe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  How  is  that  ?  

Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.  If  perchance 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  fuch.  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefom  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 
Lear.  My  curfes  on  her. 
Reg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old. 
Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine ;  you  fhould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  ftate 
Better  than  you  your  felf :  therefore  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  return. 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her,  Sir. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Ask  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  houfe  ? 
Dear  daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old ; 
Age  is  unneceffary :  on  my  knees  I  beg, 
That  you*ll  vouchfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg,  Good  Sir,  no  more  j  thefe  are  unfightly  tricks : 
Return  you  to  my  fifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan  \ 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train 
Look'd  black  upon  me,  ftruck  me  with  her  tongue 
Moft  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  '  head :  ftrike  her  young  bones, 
^Infeding  airs,  with  lamenefs. 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir!  fie! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  Winding  flames 
Into  her  fcornfiil  eyes :  infect  her  beauty, 
You  fen-fuck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  pow'rful  fun 
To  fall,  and  '  blaft  her  pride. 

Reg.  O  the  bleft  gods  f 
So  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rafli  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  {halt  never  have  my  curfe; 
Thy  tender-hearted  nature  fhall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harfhnels    her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.    'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  train. 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes. 
And  in  conclufion  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.    Thou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
Effeds  of  courtcfie,  and  dues  of  gratitude : 
Thy  half  o'th*  kingdom  thou  haft  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

G  z  Reg. 

'  to^>  ^  Ton  taking  airs,  *  hlijler. 
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Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  th'  purpofe.  [Trumpet  whhm. 

Lear,  Who  put  my  man  i'th'  ftocks  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Corn.  What  trumpet's  that? 

Reg.  I  know't,  my  lifter's ;  this  approves  her  letter, 
That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.    Is  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear.  This  is  a  flave,  whole  eafie  borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  ^  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out  varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Corn,  What  means  your  grace  ? 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  fervant?  Regan,  I've  good  hope 

Thou  didft  not  know  on't.  Who  comes  here  ?  O  heav'ns ! 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 

Allow  obedience,  if  your  felves  are  old, 

[Make  it  your  caufe ;  fend  down  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  afliam'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand,  Sir  ?  how  have  I  offended  I 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ?  how  came  my  man  i'th'  ftocks  ? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  Sir :  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv'd  much  Icfs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  feem  fb. 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  fifter^ 

DifinifUng 
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Difmifling  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me, 
I'm  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion 
Which  fliall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  > 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'th'  air. 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, 

Neceflity's  fliarp  pinch  Return  with  her  ? 

Why  ?  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dow'rlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  'Squire-like  penfion  beg, 
To  keep  bafe  life  a-foot  ^ —  Return  with  her  ? 
Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  flave  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice.  Sir. 

Lear,  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.   Farewell  : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter. 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  flefh. 
Which  I  mufl  needs  call  mine  5  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plague-fore,  or  imbolfed  carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  blood  j  but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  lhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it, 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan^ 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg,  Not  all  together, 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided' 
For  your  fit  welcome  ^  give  ear  to  my  fifter^ 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  yom-  paffion. 
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Miift  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fb  — 

But  file  knows  what  flie  does. 
Lear.  Is  this  well  (poken  ? 

Reg,  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir ;  what,  jfifty  followers  ? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  fhould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fince  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number :  how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity  ?  'tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  attendance 
From  thofe  that  (he  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  lord  ?  if  then  they  chanc'd  to  flack  ye 
We  could  controll  them  ,•  if  you'll  come  to  me, 
(For  now  1  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty    to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all  

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitaries, 
But  kept  a  refervation  to  be  follow'd 
With  fuch  a  number  j  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  faid  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  (peak't  again,  my  lord,  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well  favour'd 
When  others  are  more  wicked.    Not  being  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife  j  I'll  go  with  thee. 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty ; 
And  thou  haft  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord; 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty  ?  ten  ?  or  five  ? 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you? 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 
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Leat\  O  reafbn  not  the  need :  our  bafeft  beggars 
Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfluous 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beafts.  Thou  art  a  lady  j 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'ft, 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm    but  for  true  need, 
You  heav'ns  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need ! 
You  fee  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age,  wretched  in  both  ? 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  daughters  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not  fb  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  :  touch  me  with  noble  anger ; 

0  let  not  womens  weapons,  water-drops. 

Stain  my  man's  cheeks.  No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  world  fhall  1  will  do  fuch  things, 

What  they  are  yet  I  know  not,  but  they  fliall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think  I'll  weep : 

No,  I'll  not  weep.   I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping : 

This  heart  (hall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws 

Or  e'er  I  weep.   O  fool,  I  fhall  go  mad.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XII. 

Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

[Storm  and  Tempeft, 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  fmall,  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  reft, 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly. 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon. 
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Gon.  So  am  I  purposed. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Glo'fier  7 

Enter  Glo'fter. 

Corn,  Followed  the  old  man  forth ;  he  is  return'd. 

Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage,  and  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Corn,  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 

Gon,  My  lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Glo,  Alack,  the  night  comes  on :  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  rufsle,  for  many  miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  bufh. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure 
Muft  be  their  fchool-mafters :  fhut  up  your  doors  j 
He  is  attended  with  a  defo'rate  train. 
And  what  they  may  incenle  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord,  'tis  a  wild  night. 
My  Regan  counfels  well :  come  out  o'th'  ftorm.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.    SCENE  1. 

SCENE    J  Heath. 

A  jlorm  is  heard  with  thunder  and  Ughtmng.   Enter  Kent, 
and  a  Gentleman^  feverally, 

Kent. 

H  O 's  there  befides  foul  weather  ? 

Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moft  ua- 
quietly. 

Kent.  I  know  you :  where's  the  King  ? 
Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements ; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fta. 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main. 
That  things  might  change  or  ceafe :  tears  his  white  hair,  f 
Which  the  impetuous  blafts  with  eyelels  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of. 
This  night,  in  which  the  cub-drawn  bear  would  couch. 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fiirr  dry  j  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will,  take  all. 
Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 
Gent.  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jeft 
His  heart-ftruck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you. 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 

"f— tears  his  white  hair,  6?^.]  The  fix  folloivingverfes  were  omitted  in  alUh;  late  editions  : 
I  have  replaced  them  from  the  firji^  for  they  are  certainly  ShakefpearV.  fte  fenfe  is,  that 
any  animal,  tho'  even  provolCd  by  hunger,  or  drawn  by  nature  to  its  young,  u  oii'd  not  venture 
eut  in  fuch  a  Jiorm. 
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Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There's  divifion 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  craft)  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwal:  * 
But  true  it  is  from  France  there  comes  a  pow'r 
Into  this  fcatter'd  kingdom,  who  already 
Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  fea 
In  fome  of  our  beft  ports,  and  are  at  point 

To  fhow  their  open  banner  Now  to  you. 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  ib  far 

To  make  your  fpeed  to  Dover,  you  fliall  find 

Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  juft  report 

Of  how  unnatural  and  madding  fbrrow 

The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding, 

And  from  fbme  knowledge  and  affurance  of  you. 

Offer  this  oiEce. 

Gent,  rll  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent,  No,  do  not ; 
f  For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  riiore 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.    If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia , 

*  ""Vvf'iKX.  Albany  2LX\di  Cornwall : 

Who  have,  (as  who  have  not,  whom  their  great  ftars 
Thron'd  and  fet  high  ?)  fervants,  who  feem  no  left. 
Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 
Intelligent  of  our  ftate.    What  hath  been  feen. 
Either  in  fnufFs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  born 
Againft  the  old  kind  king ;  or  fomething  deeper, 
Whereof,  perchance,  thefe  are  but  furnilhings  -  " 
Gent.  I  will  talk. 

*  jifter  the  words  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall  in  the  old  edition  are  the  lines  which  I 
have  inferted  in  the  text^  which  feem  necejfary  to  the  plot^  as  preparatory  to  the  arrival  of 
the  French  army  with  Cordelia  in  Ail  4.  How  both  thefe,  and  a  whole  Scene  between 
Kent  and  this  gentleman  in  the  fourth  came  to  be  left  out  in  all  the  latter  editions,  I 
€annot  tell:  they  depend  upon  each  other,  and  very  much  contribute  to  clear  that  incident. 
The  lines  which  have  been  put  in  their  room  are  unintelligibky  and  to  no  purpofe. 

7'hat  I  have  fome  intrinfic  worth. 
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(As  fear  not  but  you  fliall)  fliew  her  that  Ring, 

And  flie  will  tell  you  who  this  fellow  is. 

That  yet  you  do  not  know.  Fie  on  this  ftorm! 

I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Gent,  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  I 
Kent,  Few  words,  but  to  effed  more  than  all  yet ; 

That,  when  we  have  found  the  King,  (in  which  you  take 

That  way,  I  this :)  he  that  firft  lights  on  him. 

Hollow  the  other.  [Exemt, 

SCENE  II. 

Storm  fi  'tlL   Enter  Lear  and  Fool. 

Lear,  Blow  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks ;  rage,  blow  \ 
You  cataracts,  and  hurricanoes  fpout 
'Till  you  have  drencht  our  fteeples,  drown'd  the  cocks. 
You  (ulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
\  Vaunt-couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 
Singe  my  white  head.    And  thou  all-fhaking  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'th'  world, 
Crack  nature's  mould,  all  f  germains  Ipill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man. 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court-holy-water  in  a  dry  houfe,  is  better 
than  the  rain-water  out  o'door.  Good  nuncle,  in,  ask  thy  daugh- 
ter's blefTmg ;  here's  a  night  that  pities  neither  wile  men  nor  fools. 

Lear,  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  rain  ,• 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  ; 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  ^  fubmiflion.    Then  let  fall 

Your  horrible  pleafure ;  here  I  ftand  your  flave, 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man! 

But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters. 

That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 

H  2  Your 

i  J^re-runners,   -^i.e.  all  relations^  or  kindred  elements  that  (m^ofi  mtt,  *  fuhfcriptm. 
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Your  high-engender'd  battels,  'gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.   O,  ho!  'tis  foul. 

Fool,  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  good  head- 
piece : 

The  codpiece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  head  has  any : 
The  head  and  he  {hall  lowfe  j  fb  beggars  marry  many. 
That  man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fliould  make, 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  bnt  flie  made  mouths  in 
a  glafs. 

SCENE  III. 

To  themy  Enter  Kent. 

Lear,  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience^ 
I  will  fay  nothing. 
Kent.  Who's  there  ? 

Fool  Marry  here's  grace,  and  a  codpiece,  that's  a  wife  man 
and  a  fool. 

Kent.  Alas  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night. 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe :  the  wrathful  skies 
f  Gallow  the  very  wand'rers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves :  fince  I  was  man. 
Such  flieets  of  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.    Man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'  afflidion,  nor  the  force. 

Lear,  Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  this  dreadful  thund'ring  o'er  our  heads,  ■ } 

Find  out  their  enemies  now.    Tremble  thou  wretch. 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes 
Unwhipt  of  juftice.  Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand ; 

Thou 

+  Gallow,  a  fFeJi-country  luord^  ftgnifies  to  fcare  or  frighten. 
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^  Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  fimular  man  of  virtue, 
That  art  incelluous  •.  caitiff,  fhake  to  pieces 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Haft  pra6tis'd  on  man's  life.    Clofe  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  conceaUng  continents,  and  ask 
Thefe  dreadful  fiimmoners  grace. — I  am  a  man. 
More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent,  Alack,  bare-headed? 
Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel. 
Some  friendftiip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft : 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof  'tis  rais'd  ^ 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear,  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on  my  boy.    How  doft  my  boy  ?  art  cold  ? 
I'm  cold  my  felf    Where  is  this  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  neceflities  is  ftrange. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.    Come,  your  hovel ; 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I've  one  thing  in  my  heart 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.    He  that  has  and  a  little  tynie  wit. 

With  heigh  ho,  the  wind  and  the  ram^ 
Mufi  make  content  with  his  fortunes  fit^ 
Though  the  ram  It  ratneth  every  day, 

Lear,  True  my  good  boy :  come  bring  us  to  this  hovel,  \Ex. 
t  Fool,  'Tis  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  curtezan. 
Pli  fpeak  a  prophecy  or  ere  I  go ; 

'thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  Jimular  of  virtue 
7%ou  art  incejiuous  j  caitiff,  to  pieces  Jhake 

i"  This  fpmh  not  in  the  old  edition. 
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when  priells  are  more  in  words  than  matter. 

When  brewers  marr  their  malt  with  water ;  f 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors  tutors , 

No  hereticks  burn'd,  but  wenches  fuitors 

When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right. 

No  Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight ; 

When  flanders  do  not  live  in  tongues, 

And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  ulurers  tell  their  gold  i'th'  field. 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  : 

Then  fhall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confufion. 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't. 

That  going  fhall  be  us'd  with  feet. 

This  prophecy  Merl'm  fhall  make,  for  I  do  live  before  his  time.  [Ex, 

SCENE  w. 

An  apartment  m  Glo'fler'5  cafile. 

Enter  Glo'fler  and  Bajlard, 

dlo.  \  LACK,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural 
-/Jl  dealing  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity 
him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe,  charg'd 
me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him, 
entreat  for  him,  or  any  way  fuftain  him. 
Baft.  Moft  favage  and  unnatural ! 

Glo.  Go  to-  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  between 
the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that :  1  have  received  a  let- 
ter this  night,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken,  I  have  lock'd  the 
letter  in  my  clofet:  thefe  injuries  the  King  now  bears  will  be  re- 
venged home  there  is  part  of  a  power  already  landed  j  we  muft 
incline  to  the  King,  I  will  look  for  him,  aiid  privily  relieve  him  ,• 
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go  you  and  maintain  talk  with  the  Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not 
of  him  perceiv'd ;  if  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed  j 
if  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lels  is  threatned  me,  the  King  my  old  mail- 
er muft  be  relieved.  There  are  ftrange  things  toward,  Edmmdy 
pray  you  be  careful.  \KxTt, 

Baft.  This  courtefie  forbid  thee  (hall  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  (eems  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes ;  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [ExH, 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Part  of  the  Heath  with  a  hoveL 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  FooL 

Kent.'T  T  ERE  is  the  place,  my  lord  ^  good  my  lord,  enter ; 

X  X  The  tyranny  of  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  \Storm  fitlL 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I'd  rather  break  mine  own  good  my  lord  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  ftorm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin    fb  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt, 
The  leffer  is  fcarce  felt.  Thou'dft  fhun  a  bear. 
But  if  thy  flight  light  toward  the  roaring  fea 
Thou'dft  meet  the  bear  i'th'  mouth  j  when  the  mind's  free^ . 
The  body's  delicate    the  tempeft  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elfe. 
Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  ingratitude! 
Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  this  hand: 

For 
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For  lifting  food  to't  7  —  But  I'll  punifh  home  j 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more  —  in  fuch  a  night, 

To  fliut  me  out  ?  pour  on,  I  will  endure : 

In  fuch  a  night  as  this  ?  O  Regan^  Gonerilly 

Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all  

O  that  way  madnefs  lyes,  let  me  fhun  that. 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent,  Good  mv  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe, 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 

On  things  would  hurt  me  more  but  I'll  go  in. 

In  boy,  go  firft.   You  houfelefs  poverty  

Nay,  get  thee  m;  Til  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep-- 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherelbe'er  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm ! 
How  fhall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  you 

From  fealbns  iiich  as  thefe  ?  O  I  have  ta'en 

Too  little  care  of  this !  take  phyfick,  pomp, 
Expofe  thy  felf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 
That  thou  may'ft  (hake  the  fuperflux  to  them. 
And  Ihew  the  heav'ns  more  juft. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  Edgar,  dtfguh'd  Me  a  madman,  and  Fool, 

Edg,  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half!  poor  Tom, 
Fool.  Come  not  in  here  nuncle,  here's  a  fpirit,  help  me, 
help  me. 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 
Fool.  A  fpirit,  a  fpirit,  he  fays  his  name's  poor  Tom. 
Kent.  What  art  thou  that  do'ft  grumble  there  i'th*  ftraw  ? 
come  forth. 
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Edg.  Away,  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.  Through  the  fharp 
hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  Humph,  go  to  thy  bed  and 
warm  thee. 

Lear,  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ?  and  art  thou  come 
to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  whom  the  foul 
fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame,  through  ^  ford 
and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire,  that  hath  laid  knives 
under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his  puej  let  ratsbane  by  his 
porredge,  made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting 
horfe,  over  four  inch'd  bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fliadoW  for 
a  traitor, — blefsthy  five  wits,  Tom's  a-cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do, 
de,  bleis  thee  from  whirl-winds,  ftar-blafting,  and  taking,  do 
poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes.  There  could 
I  have  him  now,  and  there,  and  here  again,  and  there. 

[Storm  fltll, 

hear.  Have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs } 
Could'ft  thou  fave  nothing  ?  didft  thou  give  'em  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  relerv'da  blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  alHhamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor,  nothing  could  have  fiibdu'd  nature 
To  fiich  a  lownefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fafiiion,  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefh  ? 
Judicious  punifhment !  'twas  this  flelh  begot 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  alow,  alow,  loo,  loo. 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools,  and  mad-men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  th'  foul  fiend,  obey  thy  parents,  keep  thy 
word  juftly,  fwear  not,  commit  not  with  man's  fworn  fpoufe  j 
fet  not  thy  fweet-heart  on  proud  array.   Tom's  a-cold. 

Vol.  III.  I  Lear, 

^  fivord,  «  arch'd. 
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L^a^,  What  haft  thoja  beeia  ? 

Edg,  A  ferving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  that  curPd 
my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the  luft  of  my  miftrefs's 
heart,  and  did  the  a6t  o£  darknefs  with  her :  fwore  as  many 
oaths  as  I  /pake  words,  and  broke  them  in  the  fweet  face  of 
beav'n.  One  that  flept  in  the  contriving  luft,  and  wak'd  to  do 
it.  Wijje  lov'd  I  ^  deeply  j  dice  dearly  and  in  womarL,  out-pa- 
ramour'd  the  Turk  Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  ^  of  hand 
hog  in  floth,  fox  in  ftealth,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  in  mad- 
nefs,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  flioes,  nor  the 
ruftling  of  filks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  woman.  Keep  thy 
foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from 
lender's  books,  and  defie  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  the  haw- 
thorn blows  the  cold  wind :  fays  (uum,  mun,  nonny,  dolphin 
my  boy,  boy,  Seffey :  let  him  trot  by.  [Storm  Jiill. 

Le^r,  Thou  wert  better  in  a  grave,  than  to  anfwer  with  thy 
uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  skies.  Is  man  no  more 
than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow'ft  the  worm  no  filk, 
the  beaft  no  hide,  the  fheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ? 
here's  three  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou  art  the  thing  it  felf  ,• 
unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but  {iich  a  poor,  bare,  forked 
animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off  you  lendings:  come,  unbutton 
here.  \7earmg  off  hts  cloaths. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee  nuncle  be  contented ;  'tis  a  naughty  night  to 
fwim  in.  Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field,  were  like  an  old  letch- 
er's  heart,  a  fmall  fpark,  and  all  the  reft  on's  body  cold  j  look, 
here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg,  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet ;  he  begins  at  curfew, 
and  walks  'till  the  firft  cock  ^  he  gives  the  web  and  the  pin, 
fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hair-lip  mildews  the  white  wheat, 
and  hurts  the  poor  creature  of  the  earth. 
Swithold  footed  thrke  the  old  -. 
He  met  the  night-mar e^  and  her  mne-jold^ 

Bid 

f  dearly.  i  handed. 
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Bid  her  alight^  and  her  troth  plight^ 
And  aro'^nt  thee  witch y  aroynt  thee, 

Kent,  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Glo'fter  with  a  torch, 
Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent,  Who's  there  ?  \vhat  is't  you  feek  ? 

Glo,  What  are  you  there  ?  your  names  ? 

Edg,  Poor  Toniy  that  eats  the  fwimming  frog,  the  toad,  the 
tod-pole  5  the  wall-newt^  and  the  water-newt  that  in  the  fury 
of  his  hearty  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  fal- 
lets  j  fwallows  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog  j  drinks  the  green 
mantle  of  the  {landing  pool ;  who  is  whipt  from  tything  to  ty- 
thing,  and  ftock-punifli'd,  and  imprifon'd :  who  hath  three  fuits 
to  his  back,  fix  fhirts  to  his  body 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear  ^ 
But  mkcy  and  rats^  and  fuch  fmall  deer 
Have  he  en  Tom'^  food  for  feven  long  year  j 

Beware  my  follower.    Peace  fmulkin,  peace  thou  fiend. 

Glo.  What,  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg.  The  Prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman,  Modo  he's  call'd^ 
and  Mahu. 

Glo.  Our  flefh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  fo  vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 
Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  fiiffer 
T'obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands: 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you, 

I    2  Yet 
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Yet  have  I  venturM  to  come  feek  yon  out, 

And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Leay.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  philofopher 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder? 

Ke^it.  My  good  lord,  take  his  offer. 
Go  into  th'houfe. 

Leay.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Tl:ehan : 
What  is  your  fhidy? 

Rdg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend^  and  to  kill  vermin. 

Lear,  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  him  to  go,  my  lord. 
His  wits  begin  t^  unfettle. 

Glo,  Can'i^  thou  blame  him  ?  \Storm  fl'tlL 

His  daughters  feek  his  death :  ah,  that  good  Kent ! 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus ;  poor  banilli'd  man. 
Thou  fay'ft  the  King  grows  mad  j  Til  tell  thee  friend, 
Pm  almoi^  mad  my  felf   I  had  a  fon, 
Now  out-law'd  from  my  blood,  he  fought  my  life 
But  lately,  very  late  j  I  lov'd  him,  friend, 
Ko  father  his  Ibn  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.    What  a  night's  thisr 
I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

hear,  O  cry  you  mercv.  Sir : 
Koble  philofopher,  your  company. 
Rdg,  Tonfs  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  into  th'  hovel    keep  thee  warm. 
Lear,  Come,  let's  in  alL 
Kent,  This  way,  my  lord. 
Lear.  With  him  j 
I  will  keep  flill  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent.  Good,  my  lord,  footh  him  ;  let  him  take  the  fellorw, 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent,  Sirrah,  come  on ;  along  with  us. 
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Lear,  Come,  good  Athenian, 
Glo,  No  words,  no  words,  hufli. 
Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came. 
His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 

I  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Brtttjh  man.  {^Exeunt, 


SCENE  VIII. 

Glo'fter'^  Cafile, 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Baftard, 
Corn.  T  Will  have  revenge,  ere  I  depart  his  houfe. 

X     Bafi.  How,  my  lord!  I  may  be  cenfur'd,  that  nature 
thus  gives  way  to  loyalty    fbmething  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother's 
evil  difpofition  made  him  feek  his  death :  but  a  provoking  merit 
fet  a-work  by  a  reprovable  badnefs  in  himlelf. 

Bafl.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  muft  repent  to  be 
juft  ?  this  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of ;  which  approves  him 
an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of  France.  Oh  heav'ns! 
that  this  treafon  were  not ;  or  not  I  the  detector. 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  dutchefs. 

Bafi.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have  mighty 
bufinefs  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falle,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glofter :  feek 
out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our  appre- 
henfion. 

Bafl.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fluff  his  fuf^ 
picion  more  fully.  I  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe  of  loyalty, 
though  the  conflict  be  fore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee  5  and  thou  flialt  find  a  dearer 
father  in  my  love,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IX. 

A  Chamber. 

Enter  Kent  and  Glo'fler. 
Glo.  T  T  E  R  E  is  better  than  the  open  air,  take  it  thankfully  ; 

A  JL  1  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can ; 
I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  [&/^. 

Kent,  All  the  pow'r  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to  his  impa- 
tience :  the  gods  reward  your  kindnefs. 

Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  angler  in 
the  lake  of  darknefs :  pray  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  madman  be  a  gen- 
tleman, or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his  fon : 
for  he's  a  yeoman  that  fees  his  fon  a  gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  Ipits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em.  * 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He's  mad  that  trufts  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf,  the  health 
of  a  horfe,  the  love  of  a  boy,  or  the  oath  of  a  whore. 

Lear.  It  fhall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  'em  ft  rait. 
Come  fit  thou  here,  moft  learned  juftice. 
Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here  now  ye  fhe  foxes. 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a  night- 
ingale. Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two  white  herrings. 
Croak  not  black  angel,  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

Lear, 

*  There  follow  in  the  old  edition  feveral  fpeeches  in  the  mad  way^  which  probably  were 
2eft  out  by  the  players^  or  by  Shakelpear  himfelf.  J Jhall  however  infert  them  bere^  and 
.leave  ^em  to  the  readers  mercy. 


King  Lear.  67 

Lear.  Ill  fee  their  tryal,  bring  me  in  the  evidence. 
Thou  robed  man  of  juftice  take  thy  place, 
And  thou  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity 

Bench  by  his  fide.   You  are  o'th'  commiffion,  fit  you  too. 
Arraign  her  firft,  'tis  GonertlL 

FooL  Come  hither  Miftrefs,  is  your  name  Goner  ill? 

Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  Joint-ftool 

Lear.  Arms,  arms,  (word,  fire,  corruption  in  the  place  \ 
Falfe  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  fcape  ? 

Edg.  Bleis  thy  five  wits. 

Kent.  O  pity  I  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now. 
That  you  fb  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fb  much 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting.  [Aftde» 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Tray^  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart ;  fee,  they  bark  at  me  

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them  ^  avaunt,  you  curs  \ 
Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poilbns  if  it  bite  j 
MaftifF,  grey-hound,  mungril  grim. 
Hound  or  fpaniel,  f  brache,  or  hym  j 
t  Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle  tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail. 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head  ^ 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de :  Seffe'y,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs. 
And  market  towns    poor  Tom  thy  horn  is  dry.  [Exit. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan  fee  what  breeds 

about  her  heart  Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature  that  makes  thefe 

hard  hearts  ?  You  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one  of  my  hundred  otily 
I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  garments.  You  will  fay  they 
are  Perftan-,  but  let  them  be  chang'd. 

Re- 

1 1  Names  of  particular  forts  of  dogs. 
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Re-Enter  Glo'fter. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lye  here,  and  reft  a  while. 
Lear,  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the  curtains : 
So,  fb,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'th'  morning. 
Fool.  And  ril  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Glo,  Come  hither,  friend,  where  is  the  King,  my  mafter  ? 

Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 

Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythee  take  him  in  thy  arms  j 
•I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  Utter  ready,  lay  him  in't. 
And  drive  tow'rd  Dover ^  friend,  where  thou  {halt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.   Take  up  thy  mafter. 
If  thou  ftiould'ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him. 
Stand  in  aflured  loJfs.     Take  up,  take  up. 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
<jive  thee  quick  condu6t.     Come,  away  away.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  X. 

Glo'fterV  Cafik. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Bajiard^  and  Servants. 
Corn.  T)  O  S     fpeedily  to  my  lord  your  husband,  ftiew  him 
A     this  letter,  the  army  of  France  is  landed ;  feek  out  the 
traitor  GUfter, 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 
Gon.  rluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund,  keep  you  our 
fifter  company  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take  upon  your 
traiterous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding.  Advife  the  Duke 
wha-e  you  are  going,  to  a  moft  feftinate  preparation  j  we  are 

^  bound 
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bound  to  the  like.  Our  pofts  fhall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent  be- 
twixt us.   Farewel  dear  fifter,  farewel  my  lord  of  Qyfter. 

Enter  Steward. 

How  now?  where's  the  Kin^? 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Glo'fier  hath  convey 'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
Hot  quefters  after  him,  met  him  at  gate, 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  lord's  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  tow'rd  Dover    where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 

Gon.  Farewel,  fweet  lord,  and  fifter.    \Exemt  Gon.  and  Baft. 

Corn.  Edmund  farewel :  go  feek  the  traitor  Gld'fter^ 

Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us : 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice;  yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

S  C  E  N  E  XI. 

Enter  Glo'fter  Pr  'tfoner,  and  Servants. 

Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 

Reg.  Ingratefiil  fox!  'tis  he. 

Corn.  Bind  fafl  his  corky  arms. 

Glo,  What  mean  your  graces  ? 
Good  my  friends,  confider  you  are  my  guefts : 
Do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [They  bmd  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard:  O  filthy  traitor! 

Glo,  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are !  I'm  none. 
Vol.  III.  K  Corn, 
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Com,  To  this  chair  bind  him.    Villain,  thou  (halt  find- 

Glo,  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  moft  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fiich  a  traitor  ? 

Glo.  Naughty  lady, 
Thefe  hairs  which  thou  doft  ravifh  from  my  chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.    I'm  your  hoft; 
With  robber's  hands,  my  holpitable  favours 
You  fliould  not  ruffle  thus.   What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn,  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  Francs  ? 

Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwerer,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn,  And  what  confed'racy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatick  King  ?  fpeak. 

Glo.  I  have  a  letter  gueffingly  fet  down, 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn,  Cunning  

Reg.  And  falfe. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  ? 

Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover? 
Waft  thou  not  charg'd,  at  peril  

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover?  let  him  anfwer  that. 

Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th'  ftake,  and  I  muft  ftand  the  courfe. 

Reg*  Wherefore  to  Dover? 

Glo,  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes  ,•  nor  thy  fierce  fifWr 
In  his  anointed  fiefti  ftick  boarifh  phangs. 
The  fea,  with  iiich  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  indufd,  would  have  buoy'd  up 
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And  quench'd  the  ftceled  fires  ; 

Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  help'd  the  heav'ns  to  rain. 

If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  ftern  time, 

Thou  {hould'ft  have  (aid,  good  porter  turn  the  key  j 

All  cruels  elfe  fubfcribe,-  but  I  (hall  fee 

The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See't  fhalt  thou  never.   Fellows,  hold  the  chair. 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine,  Fll  fet  my  foot. 

[Glo'fter  ts  held  down  while  Cornwall  treads  out  one  of  his  e^^es, 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  Hve  'till  he  be  old, 
Give  me  fome  help.  O  cruel  I  O  you  gods ! 

Reg,  One  fide  will  mock  another ,  th'  other  t©o. 

Corn,  If  you  fee  vengeance  

Ser.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord  : 
I've  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  child  ,• 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg,  How  now,  you  dog? 

Serv,  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
I'd  fhake  it  on  this  quarrel.    What  do  you  mean? 

Corn.  My  villain ! 

Serv.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

[Fight^  in  the  fcuffle  Cornwall  h  wounded. 

Reg,  Give  me  thy  fword.  A  peafant  ftand  up  thus  ?  \Ktlls  hhn. 

Ser.  Oh,  I  am  flain  my  lord,  you  have  one  eye  left 

To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.   Oh   \_D}es, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it    out  vile  gelly : 
Where  is  thy  luftre  now  ?  \Treads  out  the  other  e'ye. 

Glo.  All  dark,  and  comfortlefs  —  where's  my  fbn  Edmund? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  (parks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  ad:. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain. 

K  2  Thou 
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Thou  call'ft  on  him  that  hates  thee :  It  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us : 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo,  O  my  foUies! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.    Kind  gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thruft  him  out 
At  gates,  and  let  him  fmellhis  way  to  Dover,   ^Ex  with  Glo'fter. 
How  is't  my  lord  ?  how  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt ;  follow  me,  lady.  

Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain ;  throw  this  flave 

Upon  the  dunghil.  Regan,  I  bleed  apace. 

Untimely  comes  this  hurt.   Give  me  your  arm.  \_FjXeunt, 


A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

S  C  E  N  E  z^;^  open  Country, 

Enter  Edgar. 

ET  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  ftill  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.  To  heworjly 
(The  loweft,  moft  dejed:ed  thing  of  fortune) 
Stands  ftill  in  elperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  ^ejl  j 
The  worjl  returns  to  laughter.   Welcome  then, 
Thou  unfiibftantial  air  that  I  embrace  f 
The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worjlj 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Entfr 

*  my.  i 
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Enter  Glo'fter,  led  hy  an  old  man. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world ! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant, 
And  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  thee  away :  good  friend,  be  gone 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  ail, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes : 
I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.    Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Our  mean  fecures  us,  and  our  meer  defed:s 
Prove  our  commodities.    O  dear  fbn  Edgar ^ 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
rd  fay  I  had  eyes  again. 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Edg.  O  gods!  who  is't  can  fay  I'm  at  the  woift  ? 
I'm  worfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Torn. 

Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet:  the  word  is.  nor^ 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 
*  Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 

Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too  ? 

Glo.  He  has  fome  reafbn,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 
I'th'  laft  night's  ftorm  I  fuch  a  fellow  faw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man,  a  worm.    My  fbn 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him,    I've  heard  more  fince. 

As 
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As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods, 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  fliould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  trade  muft  play  the  fool  to  (brrow, 
Ang'ring  it  felf  and  others. — Blefs  thee  mafter. 

Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Get  thee  away :  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
Fth'  way  tow'rd  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love ; 
And  bring  Ibme  covering  for  ^  this  naked  foul, 
Whom  I'll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead  the  blind : 
Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure  ,• 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit, 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold.  I  cannot  dance  it  further. 
Glo.  Come  hither  fellow. 
Edg.  And  yet  I  muft,- 
Blefs  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover  7 

Edg.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path  :  poor 
Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefs  thee  good  man 
from  the  foul  fiend,  f  Five  fiends  have  been  in  poor  Tom  at 
once,  Hohhidtden  Prince  of  dumbnefs,  Mahu  of  ftealing,  Mohu 
of  murder,  FlthherUgthhet  of  moping,  and  Mowing  who  fince  pof- 
felfes  chamber-maids  and  waiting-women. 

Glo.  Here  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heavens  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes.   That  I  am  wretched 

Makes 

^his  naked  foul^  'which  Til  

\  T^hefe  lines  arc  added  here  in  the  old  edition. 
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Makes  thee  the  happier :  heavens  deal  fo  ftill  ; 
Let  the  (uperfluous,  and  luft-dieted  man. 
That  flaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly : 
So  diftribution  fliould  undo  excefs, 
And  each  man  have  enough.  Do'ft  thou  know  Dover} 
Edg,  Ay  m after. 

Glo.  There  is  a  cUfF,  whole  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfiilly  on  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
And  I'll  repair  the  mifery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 
I  (hall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm,-: 
Poor  Tom  {hall  lead  thee.-  [Exeunt. 

■     

SCENE  II. 

The  Duke  of  Albany  V  palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  Bajlard,  and  Steward, 

Gon.  XT'CT'ELCOME,  my  lord.  I  marvel  our  mild  husband 
▼  ■     Not  met  us  on  the  way.  Now  where's  your  mafter  ? 

Stew.  Madam,  within  j  but  never  man  fo  chang'd : 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed 
He  fmil'd  at  it.   I  told  him  you  were  coming, 
His  anlwer  was,  the  worfe.   Of  Glo'fiefs  treachery 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon. 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  fot, 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out . 
What  moft  he  fhould  diflike,  feems  pleafarit  to  him  ^ 
What  hke,  offenfive. 

Gon,  Then  fhaH  you  go  no  further. 

It 
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It  is  the  cowifh  terror  of  his  fpirit 

That  dares  not  undertake:  he'll  not  feel  wrongs 

Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer  ,•  our  wiflies  on  the  way 

'May  prove  effects.   Back  Edmund  to  my  brother, 

Haften  his  mufters,  and  conduct  his  powers. 

I  muft  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diftaff 

Into  my  husband's  hands.   This  trufty  fervant 

Shall  pafs  between  us :  you  ere  long  fhall  hear, 

If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 

A  miftrefs's  command.   Wear  this ;  /pare  fpeech. 

Decline  your  head.  This  kifs,  if  it  durft  fpeak, 

Would  ftretch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air  : 

Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Baft,  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death 

Gon.  My  moft  dear  GUfler,  \Extt  Baflard. 

Oh,  the  ftrange  difference  of  man,  and  man ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  fervices  are  due. 
My  fool  ulurps  my  body. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Enter  Albany. 

Gon.  1  have  been  worth  the  whittle. 

Alb.  Oh  Goner  'tl^ 
You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 

Blows  in  your  face.  f  I  f^^^r  your  difpofition. 

That  nature  which  contemns  its  origine. 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  it  felf; 
She  that  her  felf  will  fhiver  and  dif-branch 
From  her  material  fap,  perforce  muft  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gon.  No  more,  tis  foolifh. 

■\  Thefe  and  the  fpeech  enfuing  are  in  the  edition  of  idoS,  and  are  but  necejfary  to  ex' 
plain  the  reafons  of  the  detejtation  ivhich  Albany  e:ipreffes  here  to  his  wife. 
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Alb.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile ; 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Moft  barb'rous,  moft  degenerate,  have  you  madded. 
Cou'd  my  good  brother  fuffer  you  to  do  it, 
A  man,  a  Prince  by  him  fb  benefited  ? 
If  that  the  heav'ns  do  not  their  vifible  fpirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  offences. 
Humanity  muft  perforce  prey  on  itfelf 
Like  monfters  of  the  deep, 

Gon,  Milk-liver'd  man! 
That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  dflcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering. 

Alb,  See  thy  felf,  devif  : 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Gon,  Oh  vain  fool ! 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Mef.  Oh  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwalh  dead. 
Slain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glo'fier, 

Alb,  Glo'fier's  eyes  ? 

Mef,  A  fervant  that  he  bred,  thrilPd  with  remorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  a(5t ;  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter :  who  thereat  enrag'd. 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead. 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke  which  fince 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb,  This  (hews  you  are  above. 
You  juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpcedily  can  venge.   But  O  poor  Glo'fter  / 
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Loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mef,  Both,  both,  my  lord. 
This  letter,  Madam,  craves  a  ipeedy  anfwer : 
'Tis  from  your  fifter.  . 

Gon.  One  way  I  hke  this  well,- 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gyfler  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life*    Another  way 

The  news  is  not  fo  tart.    I'll  read,  and  anfwer.  [Exit^ 
Alh.  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 
Mef.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 
Alh,  He's  not  here. 

Mef.  No,  my  good  lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 
Alh,  Knows  he  the  wicked  nefs  ? 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  'twas  he  inform'd  againft  him, 
And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  puniihinent 
Might  have  the  freer  cour(e. 

Alh,  Glo'fier,  I  live 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  {hew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.    Come  hither  friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft.  [Exeunt^ 


t  S  C  E  N  E  IIL 

Enter  Kent  cmd  a  Gentlemcm. 

Kent.'  I  ^  HE  King  of  France  fo  fuddenly  gone  backf 
X      Know  you  the  reafon  ? 
Gent,  Something  he  left  imperfed;  in  the  ftate. 
Which  fince  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of,  which 
Imports  the  Kingdom  fo  much  fear  and  danger, 
That  bis  return  was  moft  requir'd  and  neceffary. 

Kent. 

i"  T'hls  Scene.,  left  out  in  all  the  common  books,  is  reflor'd  from  the  old  ^tion  >  ;/  being 
mmifeftly  of  ShakefpearV  writing,  and  necejfary  to  continue  the  Jiory  of  Cordelia,  whofc 
behaviour  here  is  mofi  beautifully  painted. 
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Kmt,  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  .<» 
Gent,  The  Marefchal  of  France,  Monfieur  le  Far, 
Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  denlonftration 
of  grief  ? 

Gent.  I  [sLy  flie  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  prefence. 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek:  it  feem'd  Ihe  Was  a  Queen 
Over  her  paflion,  which  moft  rebel-like 
Sought  to  be  King  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O  then  it  mov'd  her. 

Gent.  But  not  to  rage.  Patience  and  forrow  ftroYc 
Which  (hould  exprefs  her  goodlieft ;  you  have  feen 
Sun-ftiine  and  rain  at  once.    Thofe  happy  fmiles 
That  play'd  on  htt  ripe  lip,  feem'd  not  to  know 
What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes,  which  parted  thence, 

As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt  in  brief 

Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moft  belov'd^ 
If  all  could     become  it. 

Kent.  Made  ftie  no  verbal  queftion  ? 

Gent.  Once  or  twice 
She  heav'd  the  name  of  Father, 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  preft  her  heart. 
Cry'd,  fifters!  fifters!  what?  i'th' ftorm  of  night? 
Let  Pity  ne'er  believe  it!  then  ftie  ftiook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heav'nly  eyes, 
And  then  retir'd,  to  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  The  ftars  above  us  govern  our  conditions : 
Elfe  one  felf-mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  difPrent  iffues.   Spoke  you  with  her  Uncc  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  King  return'd  ? 
Gent.  No,  fince. 

Kent,  The  poor  diftreffed  Lear's  in  town, 
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who  fometimes  in  his  better  tune  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 
Gent,  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A  fov  reign  (hame  fb  bows  him,  his  unkindnefi 
That  ftript  her  from  his  benediction,  tum'd  her 
To  foreign  caHiaities,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters.    Thefe  things  fting  him 
So  venomoufly,  that  burning  (hame  detains  him? 
From  his  Cor  delta, 

Gent,  Alack  poor  gentleman  I 

Kent,  Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  poVrs  you  heard  not  ?r 

Gent,  'Tis  fo,  they  are  a-foot. 

Kent,  Well  Sir,  III  bring  you  to  our  mafter  Lear^ 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.  Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile : 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  (hall  nor  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.    Pray  along  with  me.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Camp, 

Enter  Cor^delia,  Phyjician  and  Soldiers, 

Cor,    A   LACK,  'tis  he  ,•  why  he  was  met  even:  now 

.Xlb.  As  mad  as  the  vext  fea;  finging' aloud^ 
Crown'd  with  rank  fenitar,  and  furrow  weeds^ 
With  hardocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckow  flowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaining  corn.  Send  forth  a  cent'ry. 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  fietd. 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.  What  can  man's  wifdom 
In  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  fenfe  ? 
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He  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outwai-d  wortn. 

P^y/l  There  are  means,  Madam : 
Our  fofter  nurfe  of  nature,  is  repofe,  ^ 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  fimples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifli.  ] 

ar.  All  bleft  fecrets!^ 
All  you  unpublifti'd  virtues  of  the  earth ! 
Spring  with  my  tears ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diftrefs  :  (eek,  feek  for  him,, 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  diffolve  the  Hfe 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Meffenger.. 

Mef.  News,  Madam: 
The  Brit'tJJo  pow'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cord,  'Tis  known  before.  Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expedation  of  them,  O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about :  therefore  great  France : 
My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right : . 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him!  [Exeunt,^ 

s  C  E  N  E  V. 

Regan'5  Palace, 
Enter  Regan  and  Steward,  \ 

Reg,  TD  U  T  are  my  brother's  powers  fet  forth  .>  r 
JD    Stew,  Ay  Madam. 
Reg,  Himfelf  in  perfbn  there  ? 


Stew.  With  much  adoe. 

dejires. 
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Your  fifter  is  the  i>etter  foidicr.  • 

Reg,  Lord  Edmund  fpakc  not  with  your  lady  at  iomc?^ 
Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg,  What  might  import  my  fifter's  letter  to  him? 
Stew,  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg,  Faith  he  is  pofted  hence  on  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ign'rance,  Glojler's  eyes  being  out 
To  let  him  live,-  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againft  us :  Edmund,  i  think,  is  gan«,  •  H«v 
In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life :  moreover  to  delcry 
The  ftrength  o'th*  enemy. 

Stew,  I  muft  needs  after  him.  Madam,  with  my  letter. 
.  Reg,  Our  troops  fet  forth  to-morrow :  ftay  with  us  ; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stew,  I  may  not.  Madam ; 
My  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  bufinels. 

Reg,  Why  (hould  Ihe  write  to  Edmund?  might  not  you 
Tranfport  her  purpofcs  by  word? 

Something — I  know  not  what  Fll  love  thee  much  — — 

Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Stew,  Madam,  I  had  rather   ''"^  " 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  do's  not  love  her  husband, 
.I'm  fure  of  that    and  at  her  late  being  here  " 

She  gave  ftrange  f  oeiliads,  and  moft  (peaking  looks 

To  noble  Edmund.  I  know  you're  of  her  bolbm. 
Stew.  I,  Madam? 

Reg.  I  Ipeak  in  underftanding :  you  are ;  I  know't  ; 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  note. 
My  lord  is  dead ;  Fjdmund  and  I  have  talk'd, 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  lady's :  you  may  gather  more : 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this  j 

'\french^  for  Glances. 
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And  when  your  Miftreis  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wif3om  to  her.  So  farewel. 
If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor. 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  o£F. 

Stew,  Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam,  I  fhould  fhew 
What  lady  I  do  follow. 

Reg,  Fare  theq  well.  [Exemt, 


Glo, 
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TheComtr'y, 

Enter  Glo'fter  and  Edgar. 

WHEN  fliall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  hill  > 
Edg,  You  do  climb  up  it  now.  Look  how  we 
labour. 

Glo.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea.^ 
Glo.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfe(^ 
By  your  eyes  anguifli.  ■  ..  / 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed.  • 
Methinks  thy  voice  is  altered,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg.  You^re  much  decciv'd :  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Sure  you're  better  fpoken. 

Edg,  Come  on.  Sir,  here's  the  place—ftand  ftill.  *  How  fearful 

*  And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low ! 

*  The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
'  Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.   Half  way  down 

*  Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire  j  dreadful  trade  f 

*  Methinks 


2^  King  Lea 

^  Methinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 

^  The  fiflier-men  that  walk  upon  the  beach 

^  Appear  Hke  mice ;  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 

'  DiminifliM  to  her  cock ;  her  cock,  a  buoy 

^  Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.  The  murmuring  (urge, 

*  That  on  th'  unnumbred  idle  pebbles  chafes, 

^  Oannot  be  heard  fo  high.  I'll  look  no  more, 

^  JLeft  my  brain  turn  and  the  deficient  fight 

^  Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo,  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand :  you're  now  within  a  foot 
Of  th'  extream  verge :  for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  not  I  leap  upright. 

Glo,  Let  go  my  hand; 
Here  friend's  another  purle,  in  it  a  J^wel 
'  Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.   Fairies  and  gods 
Profper  it  with  thee.  Go  thou  further  off. 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir.  [Seems  to  go, 

Glo,  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg,  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair  ? 
'Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo,  O  you  mighty  gods! 
This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  afilidion  oflF: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills, 
My  fnuff  and  loathed  part  of  nature  fhould 
Burn  it  felf  out.    If  Edgar  Uve,  O  blejfs  him. 
Now  fellow,  fare  thee  well.  [He  leaps  and  falls  along, 

Edg,  Good  Sir,  farewell. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treafury  of  life,  when  life  it  felf 

Yields 
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Yields  to  the  theft.    Had  he  been  where  he  thought, 

By  this,  had  thought  been  paft.  AHve  or  dead  t 

Hoa,  you  Sir !  friend !  here,  you  Sir !  fpeak ! 

Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed  yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  ought  but  Gojpmer^  feathers. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'dfl:  (hiver'd  like  an  egg :  but  thou  doft  breathe. 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed'ft  not    /peak,  art  found  ? 
Ten  mafts  ^  attacht  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fall'n. 
Thy  Hfe's  a  miracle.    Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no  ? 

Edg,  From  the  dread  fiimmit  of  this  chalky  bourn ! 
Look  up  a  height,  the  fhrill-gorg'd  Lark  fb  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo,  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. 
Is  wretchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death  ?  'twas  yet  fome  comfort. 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  arm. 
Up,  fo  how  is't  ?  feel  you  your  legs  ?  you  ftand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs. 
Upon  the  crown  o'th'  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glo.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg,  As  I  ftood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons  ^  he  had  a  thoufand  nofes, 
t  Horns  ^welk'd  and  wav'd  like  the  ^enridged  fea: 
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^  at  Udft.  t  /.  e.  twifted  waving  horns. 

« ivaWd.  ^  enra^d. 
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\  was  fome  hend.  Therefore,  thou  happy  father, 
Think  that  the  deareft  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impoflibihties,  have  preferv'd  thee. 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  Til  bear 
Afflidion,  'till  it  do  cry  out  it  felf, 
Enough^  enoughy  and  die.    That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man  j  often  'twould  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg,  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Lear. 

But  who  comes  here? 

The  fafer  fenfe  will  ne'er  accommodate 

His  mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coyning,  I  am  the 
King  himfelf 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpevSl.  There's  your  prefs- 
mony.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a  cow-keeper :  draw 
me  a  clothier's  yard.    Look,  look,  a  mou(e !  Peace,  peace,  this 

piece  of  toafted  cheefe  will  do't  there's  my  gauntlet,  I'll  prove 

it  on  a  giant.  Bring  up  the  brown  bills.  O  well  flown  bird : 
i'th'  clout,  i'th'  clout:  hewgh.    Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.  Pafs. 

Glo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  Gonerdl /  ^h'Sih.  Regan/  they  flatter'd  me  like  a 
dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black 
ones  were  there.    To  fay  ay,  and  no,  to  every  thing  that  I 

faid  Ay  and  no  too,  was  no  good  divinity.    When  the  rain 

came  to  wet  me  once,  and  wind  to  make  me  chatter  when 

the 
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the  thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bidding,  there  I  found  'em, 
there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o'  their  words  ; 
they  told  me  I  was  every  thing :  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo.  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember :  is't  not  the 
King  ? 

Lear,  Ay,  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  the  fubjed  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.  What  was  thy  caufe  t 
Adultery  ?  thou  flialt  not  die  j  die  for  adultery  ?  no,  the  wren 
goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  flie  does  letcher  in  my  fight. 
Let  copulation  thrive:  for  Glo\jler^%  baftard  fon  was  kinder 
to  his  father,  than  my  daughters  got  'tween  the  lawful 
(heets.  To't  luxury  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  foldiers.  Behold  yon 
fimpering  dame,  whofe  face  'tween  her  forks  prefages  fnow  j 
that  minces  virtue,  and  does  fhake  the  head  to  hear  of  pleafiire's 
name.  The  f  fitchew,  nor  the  Ibyled  horfe  goes  to't  with  a 
more  riotous  appetite :  down  from  the  wafte  they  are  centaurs, 
though  women  all  above ;  but  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit, 
beneath  is  all  the  fiends.  There's  hell,  there's  darknefs,  there 
is  the  fiilphurous  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  ftench,  confiimption  : 
fie,  fie,  fie  pah,  pah  ,•  give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apo- 
thecary, to  fweeten  my  imagination !  there's  mony  for  thee. 

Glo.  O  let  me  kils  that  hand. 

Lear,  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

Glo,  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature!  this  great  world 
Shall  fb  wear  out  to  nought.    Do'fl  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough :  dofl:  thou  fquint 
at  me  ?  no,  do  thy  worft  blind  Cup'td,  Til  not  love.  Read  thou 
this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report,- 
It  is,  and  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

M  2  Glo, 

'\  Fitchew,  a  kind  cf  Polecat . 
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Glo.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear.  Oh  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  no  eyes  in  your  head, 
nor  mony  in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes  are  in  heavy  cafe,  your 
purfe  in  a  Hght,  yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo,  I  fee  it  feeUngly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this  world  goes 
with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears :  fee  how  yond  juftice'  rails 
upon  yond  fimple  thief  Hark  in  thine  ear :  change  places, 
and  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  juftice,  which  is  the  thief?  thou 
haft  feen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar. 

Glo.  Ay  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur :  there  thou  might'ft 
behold  the  great  image  of  authority,  a  dog's  obey'd  in  office. 
Thou  rafcal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand : 
Why  doft  thou  lafh  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy  own  back. 
Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind. 
For  which  thou  whip'ft  her.    Th'  ufurer  hangs  the  cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear  ,• 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  fins  with  gold. 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaks : 

Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 

None  does  offend,  none,  I  fay  none,  I'll  able  'em  f 

Take  that  of  me  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow'r 

To  fcal  th'  accufers  lips.    Get  thee  glafs  eyes. 

And  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feem 

To  fee  the  things  thou  do'ft  not. 

Now,  now,  now,  now.   Pull  off  my  boots :  harder,  harder,  fo. 

Edg.  O  matter  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Reafon  in  madnefs. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glo'fter 
Thou  muft  be  patient  j  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air 
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We  wawle  and  cry.    1  will  preach  to  thee :  mark  

Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day! 

Lear,  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 

To  this  great  ftage  of  fools. — This  a  good  block!  

It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  fhooe 
A  troop  of  horfe  with  Felt  ^  I'll  put't  in  proof. 
And  when  I've  ftol'n  upon  thefe  fons-in-law ;  • 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

SCENE  VIIL 

Enter  a  Gentlemariy  with  attendants. 

Gent.  O  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him  j  Sir, 
Your  mcft  dear  daughter  

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifbner  ?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.    Ufe  me  well, 
You  fhall  have  ranfom.    Let  me  have  lurgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th'  brains. 

Gent.  You  fhall  have  any.  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  my  felf  ? 
Why  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  fait  \ 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden- water-pots. 
And  laying  autumn's  duft.   I  will  die  bravely. 
Like  a  fmug  bridegroom.   W^hat?  !  will  be  jovial : 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.   My  Mafters  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  wc  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.   Come,  an  you  get  it. 
You  lhall  get  it  by  running :  fa,  fa,  fa,  fi.  {Exit-. 

Gent.  A  fight  moft  pitiful  in  the  mcaneft  wretch, 
Part:  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.   Thou  haft  a  daughter 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Gent, 
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Gerit.  Sir,  fpeed  you :  what's  your  will  > 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought,  Sir,  of  a  battel  toward  > 

Gent.  Mod  fiire,  and  vulgar :  every  one  hears  that, 

Which  can  diftinguifh  found. 
Edg.  But  by  your  favour, 

How  near's  the  other  army  ? 

Gem,  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  defcry 

Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 
Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  Ipecial  caufe  is  here, 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on.  [Ex'tt. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me. 
Let  not  my  worfer  fpirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Glo.  Now  good  Sir,  what  are  you? 

Ejdg.  A  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's  blows, 
Who  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.  Give  me  your  hand, 
ril  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks  j 
The  bounty  and  the  benizon  of  heav'n  to  boot. 

s  c  E  N  E  IX. 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaim'd  prize!  moft  happy! 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firft  fram'd  flefli 
To  raife  my  fortunes.    Old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember  :  the  fword  is  out 
That  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Let  thy  friendly  hand 


Put 


Kwg  Lear.  [  9^  ] 

Put  ftrength  enough  to't. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Dar'ft  thou  fupport  a  pubhfli'd  traitor  ?  hence, 
Left  that  th'  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.   Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  Zir,  without  vurther  'cafion. 

Stew.  Let  go,  flave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor  volk  pafs : 
and  'chud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been 
zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come  not  near  th'  old  man  ; 
keep  out  che  vor'ye,  or  ice  try  whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat 
be  the  harder ;  chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stew,  Out  dunghill.  ^ 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir :  come,  no  matter  vor  your 
foyns.  [Edgar  knocks  Mm  down^ 

Stew.  Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me :  villain,  take  my  purfe  j 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body, 
And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find'ft  about  me 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glofier :  ieek  him  out 

Upon  the  Engltjh  party.   Oh  untimely  death,   [fiies, 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain  , 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  Miftrels, 
As  badnefs  would  deftre. 

Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father :  reft  you. 
Let's  fee  thefe  pockets  ,•  the  letters  that  he  ipeaks  of 
May  be  my  friends :  he's  dead    I'm  only  fbrry 

He  had  no  other  deathfman.   Let  us  fee  

By  your  leave,  gentle  wax  and  manners  blame  us  not : 

To  know  our  enemies  minds  we  rip  their  hearts. 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 


Reads 
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Reads  the  Letter. 

LE  T  o»r  reciprocal  vows  he  rememhred.  Tou  have  manj  eppor- 
tnmttes  to  cut  htr/i  off:  if  your  will  want  not^  time  and  place 
will  he  frmtfull'y  offered.  There  is  nothing  done  if  he  return  the  con- 
queror. Then  am  I  the  prtfoner^  and  his  hed  my  goal  j  from  the 
loathed  warmth  whereof  deliver  me^  and  fupply  the  place  for  your 
labour. 

7  our  (wife,  fo  I  would  fay)  affetilonate 
Servant,  Gonerill. 

Oh  undiftinguifh'd  fpace  of  woman's  ^  wit ! 

(A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  Hfe, 

And  the  exchange  my  brother.)  Here,  i'th'  fands 

Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfan^tified 

Of  murth'rous  letchers :  and  in  mature  time, 

With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 

Of  the  death-pradis'd  Duke :  for  him  'tis  well, 

That  of  thy  death  and  bufinels  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  King  is  mad  ,•  how  ftifF  is  my  vile  fenfe 
That  I  fland  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows  ?  better  I  were  diftradt. 
So  fliould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs,     Sfirum  afar  off 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 

Rdg.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Far  off  methinks  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  I'll  beftow  you  with  a  friend.  [Exeunt, 

^  will 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  e''"x!' 

^  Chamber. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  '  Phyfician. 

Cor.t^^\  Thou  good  Kent,  how  fliall  I  Hve  and  work 

V--^    To  match  thy  goodnefs  ?  Hfe  will  be  too  fhort. 
And  ev'ry  itieafure  fail  me. 

Kent,  To  be  acknowledg'd,  Madam,  is  o'erpaid  ^ 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth. 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thole  worfer  hours : 
I  pr'ythee  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known,  fhortens  my  made  intent  ; 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
'Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  it  fo. 
My  lord,  how  does  the  King  ? 

Ph'yf.  Madam,  fleeps  ftill. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  gods  !  V 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature, 
Th'untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes  O  wind  up, 
Of  this  child-changed  father. 

Phyf.  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  may  wake  the  King,  he  hath  flept  long  ? 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th'  fway  of  your  own  will :  is  he  array'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  m  a  chair,  carried  by  fervants. 

Phyf.  Ay  Madam  ^  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep. 
We  put  frefh  garments  on  him. 

Vol.  III.  *  N  Be 

'  gentleman. 
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Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him, 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father!  Reftauration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  Hps,  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fifters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made. 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Princefs! 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.    Was  this  face 
To  be  expos'd  againfl:  the  warring  winds? 
Mine  enemy's  dog,  though  he  had  bit  me,  fhou'd 
Have  ftood  that  night  againft  my  fire: 
And  waft  thou  fain,  poor  father. 
To  hovel  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorn. 
In  (hort  and  mufty  ftraw  ?  alack,  alack, 
'Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 
Had  not  concluded  all.    He  wakes,  fpeak  to  him. 

Ph^f.  Madam,  do  you^  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord?  how  fares  your  Majefty 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'  th'  grave  j 
Thou  art  a  ibul  in  blils,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
-  Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 

Cor.  Still,  ftill,  far  wide  

Phyf.  He's  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ?  fair  day-light 
I'm  mightily  abus'd  5  I  fhould  ev'n  die  with  pky 
To  fee  another  thus.    I  know  not  what  to.  fay- ; 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  hands :  let's  fee, 
I  feel  this  pin  prick  :  would  I  were  affur'd 
Of  my  condition. 
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Cor.  O  look  upon  me.  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benedi^on  o*er  me. 
No  Sir,  you  muft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me  ,• 
I  am  a  very  foolifli  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward,  and  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks  I  (hould  know  you,  and  know  this  man^ 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  Pm  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments    nay  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  lad  night.    Do  not  laugh  at  me, 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fb  I  am ;  I  am  

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  yes  faith    I  pray  you  weep  not. 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  fifter^ 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  not. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France? 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom.  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Phyf.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam ;  the  great  rage 
You  fee  is  cur'd  in  him :  defire  him  to  go  in. 
And  trouble  him  no  more  'till  further  fettling. 

Cor.  Will't  pleafe  your  highnefs  walk  f 

Lear.  You  mufl  bear  with  me  j 
Pray  you  now  forget  and  forgive, 

I  am  old  and  foolifh.  [Exeunt. 


N  1 


ACT 


[96] 
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ACTV.  SCENE!. 

SCENE    A  Camp. 
Enter  Baflard,  Regan,  Gentlemen^  and  Soldiers, 

Bastard. 

NOW  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold. 
Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  ought 
To  change  the  courfc?  he's  full  of  Alteration, 
And  felf-reproving  brings  his  conftant  pleafure. 
Reg.  Our  fifter's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd* 
Baft.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  Madam» 
Reg.  Now  fweet  lord. 
You  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  lifter  ? 
Baft.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 

Baft.  No  by  mine  honour. 

Reg.  I  never  fhall  endure  her ;  dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Baft.  Fear  not ;  fhe  and  the  Duke  her  husband  

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  and  Soldten. 

Alh.  Our  very  loving  fifter,  well  be  met  : 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.  f  Where  I  could  not  be  honed 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  bufinefs, 


It 
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It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land. 
Not  t  holds  the  King,  with  others,  whom  I  fear 
Moft  juft  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 

Gon,  Combine  together  'gainft  the  enemy : 
For  thefe  domeftick  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  queftion  here. 

Alb.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'  Ancient  of  war 
On  our  proceeding. 

Reg.  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 

Gon.  No. 

Reg.  'Tis  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us. 
Gon.  Oh  ho,  I  know  the  riddle,  I  will  go. 

SCENE  II. 

Manet  Albany.  Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fb  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alb.  I'll  overtake  you :  fpeak. 

Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battel,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  vid'ry,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  leem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.   If  you  mifcarry, 
Your  bufinefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end. 
And  machination  ceafes.   Fortune  love  you. 

Alb.  Stay  'till  I've  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  fliall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  [Ex'it, 

Alb.  Why  fare  thee  well,  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper, 

f  holds,  for  obliges  or  binds. 

Enter 
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[Exemt. 
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Enter  Baflard. 

Bajl.  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers, 
*  Hard  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces, 
By  diligent  difcovery  j  but  your  hafte 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time. 

SCENE  III. 

Bafl.  To  both  thefe  fifters  have  I  fworn  my  lov^ : 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  adder.   Which  of  them  ftiall  I  take  ? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  neither  can  be  enjoy'd. 
If  both  remain  alive :  to  take  the  widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  fifter  GonerUly 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide, 
Her  husband  being  alive.   Now  then,  well  ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  battel ;  which  being  done. 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off.   As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordel'tay 
The  battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exha 

a  Here  is. 
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S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

A  Field. 

Alarum  within.    Enter  with  drum  and  colours,  Lear,  Cordelia, 
and  Soldiers  over  the  ftage,  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glo'fter. 

Ed^.Y  T  ERE  father,  take  the  fliadow  of  this  tree 

A  JL    For  your  good  hoft    pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo.  Grace  be  with  you.  Sir.  [Exit  Edgar. 

[Alarum  and  retreat  within. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away^ 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en. 
Give  me  thy  hand.    Come  on. 

Glo.  No  further,  Sir,  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg,  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  ev'n  as  their  coming  hither  : 
Ripenels  is  all    come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

A  Camp. 

Enter  Bafiard,  Lear  and  Cordelia  as  prifoners.  Soldiers ,  Captain^ 

Bajl.^  OME  officers  take  them  away,-  good  guard, 
O  Until  tkeir  greater  plea&res  fi-rft  be  known 

That 


['  I  oo  '\  King  Lear. 

That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

C(}r.  We're  not  the  fir  ft, 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurr'd  the  worft : 
For  thee,  oppreffed  King,  I  am  caft  down, 
My  felf  could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fifters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no,-  come  let's  away  to  prifon,- 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  birds  i'th'cage: 
When  thou  doft  ask  me  blefling,  I'll  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  thee  forgivenefs :  fo  we'll  live, 
And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies :  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too. 
Who  lofes,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out : 
And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.    And  we'll  wear  out. 
In  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  feds  of  great  ones 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  moon. 

Bafi.  Take  them  away. 

Lear,  Upon  fuch  facrifices,  my  Cordelia^ 
The  gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.    Have  I  caught  thee? 
He  that  parts  us,  {hall  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n, 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes    wipe  thine  eye. 
The  good  years  fball  devour  them,  flefli  and  fell. 
Ere  they  (hall  make  us  weep  j  we'll  fee  'em  ftarv'd  firft, 
Come.  \Rx.  Lear  and  Cordelia. 

Baji.  Come  hither  captain,  hark.  [JVh'tfpermg, 
Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon, 
One  ftep  I  have  advanc'd  thee,  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftru<5ls  thee  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Do's  not  become  a  fword  5  thy  great  imployment 

Will 


King  Lear.  [  i^i  ] 

Will  not  bear  queftion ;  either  fay  thou'lt  do't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 
Capt.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou'ft  done. 

Mark,  I  fay,  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fb 

As  I  have  fet  it  down.  \Exh  Capta'm. 

SCENE  VI. 

To  h  'lmy  Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  and  Soldiers, 

Alh.  Sir,  you  have  (hew'd  to-day  your  valiant  drain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day's  ftrife : 
I  do  require  then  of  you,  fo  to  ufe  them. 
As  we  (hall  find  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

Baft,  I  thought  fit 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King 
To  fome  retention  and  appointed  guards 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whofe  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  his  fide. 
And  turn  our  impreft  launces  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  fent  the  Queen, 
My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t'  appear 
Where  you  fhall  hold  your  feffion. 

Alh.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjed  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg,  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  (poke  fo  far.    He  led  our  pow'rs. 
Bore  the  commilficn  of  my  place  and  perfon, 

Vol.  m.  *  O  The 


[  I02  ]  Kin^  Lear. 

The  which  immediate  may  well  ftand  up, 
And  call  it  felf  your  brother, 

Gor/.  Not  fo  hot : 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf. 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg.  In  my  right, 
By  me  invefted,  he  compeers  the  beft. 

^IL  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  (hould  husband  you» 

Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla? 
That  eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a-£quint. 

Reg.  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  anfwer 
From  a  full  flowing  ftomach.  General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifbners,  patrimony, 
Difpole  of  them,  of  me,  the  walls  are  thine : 
Witncls  the  world  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  mafter. 

Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him? 

j^lk  The  lett  alone  lyes  not  in  your  good  will. 

Bafi,  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

y^lk  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Bafi.  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  title  good. 

y^Ik  Stay  yet ;  hear  reafon :  Edmund^  1  arreft  thee 
On  capital  treafon,  and  in  thy  arreft. 
This  gilded  ferpent :  for  your  claim,  fair  fifter, 
I  bar  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife, 
'Tis  {lie  is  (ub-contraded  to  this  lord. 
And  I  her  husband  contradict  your  banes. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me. 
My  lady  is  befpoke. 

Gon.  An  enterlude. 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Glofter,  let  the  trumpet  found 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 


King  Lear.  [  ] 

Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons, 
There  is  my  pledge :  III  prove  it  on  thy  heart 
Ere  I  tafte  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 
Reg.  Sick,  O  lick  

Gon,  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  truft  "poifon.  [Afide, 
Baft,  There's  my  exchange,  what  in  the  world  he  is 

That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies ; 

Call  by  the  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach. 

On  him,  on  you,  who  not  ?  I  will  maintain 

My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Enter  a  Herald, 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho. 
Truft  to  thy  fingle  virtues,  for  thy  fbldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  ficknels  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  tent.       [Exit  Reg. 

SCENE  VII. 


Come  hither,  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found. 

And  read  out  this.  [A  trumpet  founds. 

Herald  reads. 

IT  any  man  of  qualHy  or  degree  w'tthm  the  Itjls  of  the  army,  will 
mamta  'm  upon  Edmund  fuppofed  Earl  of  Glo'fter,  that  he  is  a 
manifold  traitor^  let  him  appear  by  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet  : 
he  ts  bold  in  his  defence,  i  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  2  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  3  trumpet, 

\Trumpet  anfwers  him  within, 
O  i  F.nter 

*  medicine. 


[  104  ]  Lear. 

EfJier  Edgar  armed. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'th'  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  loft 
By  treafbn's  tooth,  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit  ^ 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alh.  Which  is  that  adverfary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of  Glo'Jier 

Bafi.  Himfelf,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fword, 
That  if  my  ipeech  offend  a  noble  heart,. 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice,  here  is  mine : 
Behold  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  my  profefTion.    I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
Spite  of  thy  vid:or-fword,  and  fire-new  fortune, 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 
Conlpirant  'gainft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince^ 
And  from  th'  extreameft  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  toad-fpotted  traitor.   Say  thou  no. 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  beft  fpirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  (peak, 
Thou  lyeft. 

Baft.  In  wifdom  I  fhould  ask  thy  name, 
But  fince  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike. 
And  that  thy  tongue  fome  f  'fay  of  breeding  breaths^ 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 


-f  'fay/i?r  cfTay,  fome  Jhew  or  prohability. 


King  Lear.'  [  ^  ^5  ] 

By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  I  difdain  and  fpurn'^ 
Back  do  I  tofs  theie  treafbns  to  thy  head. 
With  the  hell-hated  He  o'erwhelm  thy  heart. 
Which  (Tor  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  bruifc) 
This  fword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  way, 
Where  they  fliall  reft  for  ever.   Trumpets,  jfpeak. 

[Alarum,  Fight. 

Alh,  Save  him,  fave  him. 

Gon,  This  is  practice,  Gyjier: 
By  th'  law  of  war,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  ,•  thou  art  not  vanquilh'd, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguiPd. 

Alh.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame. 
Or  with  this  paper  ftiall  I  ftop  it;. 
Thou  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing,  lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine. 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ? 

Alb.  Monfter,  know'ft-  thou  this  paper  ? 

Gm.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know   [Exh  Gon. 

Alh.  Go  after  her,  {he's  defperate,  govern  her. 

SCENE  VIIL 

Baft.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  I  have  done, 
And  more,  much  more,-  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
'Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I :  but  what  art  thou 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  our  charity : 
I  am  no  lels  in  blood  than  thou  art,  EJmundi 
If  more,  the  more  thou'ft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar ^  and  thy  father's  fbn. 

The 


[  ic6  ]  Kmg  Lear. 

The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inftmments  to  plague  us : 
The  dark  and  vitious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Cofl  him  his  eyes. 

Baft.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true. 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle,  I  amliere. 

^Ib.  Mcthought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefie 
A  royal  noblenels ;  I  muft  embrace  thee : 
Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father. 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince,  I  know't. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg.  By  nurfing  them,  my  lord.   Lift  a  brief  tale. 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  heart  would  burft. 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape 
That  follow'd  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnefs? 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear 
Rather  than  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  ihift 
Into  a  mad-man's  rags,  t'affume  a  femblance 
The  very  dogs  difdain'd :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  gems  new  loft  ^  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,  beg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair, 
Never  (O  fault)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him. 
Until  fbme  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd. 
Not  fiire,  though  hoping  of  this  good  fliccefs, 
I  ask'd  his  blefTmg,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage.  But  his  flaw'd  heart. 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflid;  to  fupport, 
'Twixt  two  extreams  of  paflion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

BaJL  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  rae, 


King  Lear.  [  107  ] 

And  fliall  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeak  you  on, 
You  look  as  you  had  fbmething  more  to  fay. 

Alb,  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in. 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diflblve. 
Hearing  of  this. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  Help,  help! 

Edg,  What  kind  of  help  ? 

Alb,  Speak  man. 

Edg.  What  means  this  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  finoaks,  it  came  even  from  the  heart 
Of  O  {he's  dead. 

Alb.  Who's  dead  ?  fpeak  man. 

Gent.  Your  lady.  Sir,  your  lady  ,•  and  her  filler 
By  her  is  poilbn'd  ,•  fhe  confelfes  it. 

Bafi.  I  was  contradied  to  them  both,  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Enter  Kent. 

Alb,  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead. 

[Gonerill  ^WRegan'j  Bodies  brought  out. 
This  judgment  of  the  heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble, 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.   O !  is  this  fhe  ? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment 
Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  Mafter  aye  good  night. 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot  f 

Speak 


[  r  c8  ]  King  L  e  A  R. 

Speak  Rdmnnd,  where's  the  Kin 5?  and  where's  Cordelta'^ 
See'ft  thou  this  object,  Kent? 

Kent,  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Bajl.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake, 
And  after  flew  her  felf. 

Alh.  Even  fo ;  cover  their  faces. 

Bafl,  I  pant  for  Ufe  ^  fome  good  I  mean  to  do 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.   Quickly  fend, 
(Be  brief)  into  the  caftle,  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Cordelia : 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

j^Ik  Run,  run,  O  run  

Edg.  To  whom,  my  lord?  who  has  the  office? 
Send  thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Baji.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword. 
Give  it  the  captain  

Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  Ufe. 

Baji.  He  hath  commiffion  from  thy  wife  and  me. 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifbn,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair. 

Alk  The  gods  defend  her,  bear  him  hence  a  while. 

S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Enter  Lear  wk^  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl,  —  O  you  are  men  of  ftone, 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'd  ufe  them  fo. 
That  heaven's  vault  fhouid  crack,-  fhe's  gone  for  ever! 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  5 
She's  dead  as  earth  1  lend  me  a  looking-glafs, 
If  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  ftaia  the  ftone. 
Why  then  ft^e  Hves. 

Kent. 


King  Lear.  t  ^  ^9  ] 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  end? 

Lear,  This  feather  ftirs,  {he  Hves ;  if  it  be  fo. 
Iris  a  chance  which  do's  redeem -all  forrow* 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  O  my  good  mafter ! 

Lear.  Pr'ythee  away  

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kent  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you  murth'rers,  traitors  all, 
I  might  have  fav'd  her,  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever  f 

Cordelia,  Cordelia ,  ftay  a  little.  Ha!  

What  is't  thou  fay'ft  ?  her  voice  was  ever  foft. 
Gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 
I  kill'd  the  (lave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent.  'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow? 
I've  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip  :  I  am  old  now. 
And  thele  fame  crolTes  (poil  me.   Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o'th'  beft.   I'll  tell  you  ftrait. 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  fhe  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  Are  you  not  Kent  7 

Kent.  The  fame ;  your  fervant  Kent  • 
Where  is  your  fervant  Caim  ? 

Lear.  He's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that. 
He'll  ftrike,  and  quickly  too :  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord,  I  am  the  very  man.  

Lear.  I'll  fee  that  ftrait. 

Kent.  That  from  your  '  life  of  difference  and  decay, 

Have  follow'd  your  fad  fteps  

Lear.  You're  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  ^  'Twas  no  man  elfe  all's  cheerlefs,  dark,  and  deadly  : 
Vol.  III.  *  P  Your 

^firfi.  ^  Nor. 


[  no  ]  King  Lear. 

Your  eldeft  daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves, 
And  defp'rately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  think.  • 

He  knows  not  what  he  fays,  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  prefent  as  to  him.  '  ■ 

Edg.  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef.  F^dmundis  dead,  my  lord. 

Alh,  That's  but  a  trifle. 
You  lords  and  noble  friends  know  our  intent ; 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come. 
Shall  be  apply'd.    For  us,  we  will  refign 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majefty, 

To  him  our  abfolute  power :  to  you,  your  rights,         [To  Edg. 
With  boot  j  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.   All  friends  (hall  tafte 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  defervings :  O  fee,  fee  

Lear,  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd  :  no,  no,  no  life  ? 
Why  ihould  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  thou'lt  come  no  more. 

Never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  

Pray  you  undo  this  button.   Thank  you,  Sir, 

Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips. 

Look  there,  look  there   [He  Dies,  . 

Edg,  He  faints,  my  lord. 

Kent,  Break  heart,  I  pr'ythee  break. 

Edg.  Look  to  my  lord. 

Kent,  Vex  not  his  ghoft :  o  let  him  pafs !  He  hates  him. 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

FJg* 


King  Lear.  [m] 

Eclg.  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long : 
He  but  ufiirpt  his  Hfe. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe :  friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain, 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  ftate  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  •  Sir,  fhortly  to  go ; 
My  Mafter  calls  me,  I  muft  not  fay  no.  [D/^;. 

^  Alb.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey. 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  born  moft ;  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long. 

[Exeunt  with  a  dead  march. 
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Faulconbridge,  Baftard-Son  to  Richard  the  Firfi. 
Robert  Faulconbridge,  fuppos'd  Brother  to  the  Bajiard, 
James  Gurney,  Servant  ta  the  Lady  Faulconbridge. 
Peter  of  Pomfret,  a  Prophet. 

Philip,  King  of  France. 
Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 
Arch-Duke  of  Auftria. 
Pandulpho,  the  Pope's  Legate. 
Melun,  a  French  Lord. 

Chatilion,  Ambajfador  from  France  to  King  John. 

Ehnor,  ^een- Mother  of  England. 
Conftance,  Mother  to  Arthur. 

Blanch,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo  King  of  Caftile,  and  Neice  to  King  John. 
Lady  Faulconbridge,  Mother  to  the  Bafiard  and  Robert  Faulconbridge. 
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The  SCENE  fomettmes  in  England,  and  fometimes 

tn  France. 


THE 


t  The   LIFE   and   D  E  A  T  H  of 

King       y     0     H  K 


ACT   1.    S  C  E  N  E  I 

The  Court  of  ENGLAND. 

Enter  King  John,  §ueen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  EfTex,  and  Salis- 
bury, with  Chatilion. 

Ktng  John. 

O  W  fay,  ChatiUonj  what  would  France  with  us  ? 
Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks  the  King 
of  France, 
In  my  behaviour  to  the  Majefty, 
The  borrow'd  Majefty  of  England  here. 

FM.  A  ftrange  beginning   borrow'd  Majefty  ! 
K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother,  hear  the  embaflie. 
Chat.  Fhil'tp  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Geffrey's  Son, 
Arthur  Plant agenety  lays  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland,  and  the  territories : 

-\  'The  troublefom  reign  of  K.  John  was  written  in  two  parts  hy  W.  Shakefpear  and 
W.  Rowley,  and  printed  i6i\.  But  the  prefent  Play  is  entirely  different,  a?td  infinitely 
Superior  to  it. 

To 


[  ii6  ]  King  John. 

To  Jrelandy  PmBten^  Anjou^  Toura'me^  Maine: 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  (word 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles. 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur's  hand, 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  Soveraign. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 

Chat,  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
T*  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  with-held. 

K.  John,  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controulment  for  controulment ;  fb  anfwer  France, 

Chat,  Then  take  my  King's  defiance  from  my  mouth. 
The  fartheft  limit  of  my  embaflie. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace. 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France,  • 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  mv  cannon  fhall  be  heard. 
So  hence!  be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  fiillen  prefage  of  your  own  decay. 
An  honourable  condud  let  him  have, 

Pembroke  look  to't  farewel  Chattlton.        \Ex.  Chat,  and  Pern. 

Ell,  What  now,  my  fon,  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Conflance  would  not  ceafe 
'Till  fhe  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world. 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fbn  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
With  very  eafie  arguments  of  love 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  mufl: 
With  fearful,  bloody  iffue,  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  ftrong  polTeflion  and  our  right  for  us. 

Kit.  Your  ftrong  polTellion  much  more  than  your  right. 
Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me ; 
So  much  my  conlcience  whifpers  in  your  car. 
Which  none  but  heav'n,  and  you,  and  I  fhall  hear. 

EJfex, 


King  John.  [  1^7  ] 

EJfex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfie 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard  :  fhall  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K.  John,  Let  them  approach. 
Our  abbies  and  our  priories  fhall  pay 
'Xhis  expedition's  charge — -What  men  are  you? 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge  and  the  Bajlard. 

Baft.  Your  >  faithful  fubjed,  I,  ia  gentleman 
Born  in  Northampton/hire^  and  eldeft  Ton, 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge, 
A  fbldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Coeur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  John.  What  art  thou? 

Robert.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then  it  feems  ? 

Baft.  Mod  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  King, 
That  is  well  known,  and  as  I  think  one  father: 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heav'n  and  to  my  mother ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man,  thou  doft  fhame  thy  mother. 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Baft.  I,  madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reafon  for  it 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine. 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  he  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year : 
Heav'n  guard  my  mother's  honour  and  my  land. 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow:  why,  being  younger  born. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Vol.  III.  *  Q.  Baft. 
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Baft.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land  ^ 
But  once  he  flander'd  me  with  baftardy : 
But  whether  I  be  true  l>egot  or  no, 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  your  felf. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him^' 

0  old  Sir  Robert^  father,  on  my  knee 

1  crive  heaV'n  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heav'a  lent  us  here  ? 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Coenr-de-lton's  face. 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  aflFed:eth  him  : 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  perfect  Richard:  firrah,  fpeak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Bafi.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  father. 
With  half  that  face  would  he  have  all  my  land, 
A  half-fac'd  groat,  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ? 

Rob.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd, 
Your  brother  did  imploy  my  father  much  

Bafl.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land. 
Your  tale  muft  be  how  he  imploy'd  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd;  him  in  an  embaffie 
To  Germany  j  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time : 
Th'advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's- 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fliame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth ;  large  lengths  of  fcas  and  fhores 

Between 


« 


King  John.  [i^9] 

Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf ) 
When  this  fame  lufty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeath'd 
His  lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death 
That  this  mv  mother's  fbn  was  none  of  his : 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 

Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courle  of  time :  . 
Then  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate, 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him : 
And  if  flie  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers. 
Which  fault  lyes  on  the  hazard  of  all  husbands 
That  marry  wives.   Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who  as  you  fay  took  pains  to  get  this  fbn, 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his. 
In  footh,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world. 
In  footh  he  might  ,•  then  if  he  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him ;  nor  your  father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him    this  concludes. 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir, 
Your  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoffefs  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Baft.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpolTefs  me,  Sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Say,  hadfl:  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridge^ 
And,  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land  : 
Or  the  reputed  fbn  of  Cceur-de-l'ton^ 
Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Baft,  Madam,  and  if  my  brother  had  my  fhape, 

2  And 
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And  I  had  his  j  Sir  Robert's  his,  Hke  him, 

And  if  my  legs  were  two  (iich  riding  rods, 

My  arms  fiich  Eel-skins  ftuft ;  my  face  fo  thin, 

That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  ftick  a  rofe. 

Left  men  {hould  fay,  look  where  three  farthings  goes  j 

And  to  his  fhape  were  heir  to  all  this  land 

Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  off  this  place, 

rd  give  it  ev'ry  foot  to  have  this  face : 

I  would  not  be  f  Sir  Nohhe  in  any  cafe. 

EU.  I  like  thee  well  ^  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me? 
I  am  a  foldier  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  my  land.  Til  take  my  chance  j 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  Til  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

£//.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 
Baft.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 
K.  Johrt.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Baft.  Philips  my  Liege,  fb  is  my  name  begun. 
Philips  good  old  Sir  Robert^  wife's  eldeft  fon. 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whofe  form  thou 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  rife  up  more  great,  [bear'ft : 

Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plantagenet. 

Baft.  Brother  by  th'  mother's  fide,  give  mc  your  hand,. 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land. 
Now  bleffcd  by  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  I  was  got.  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

EU.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet  / 
I  am  thy  grandam ;  Richard,  call  me  foi 

Baft.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  what  tho' ; 
Something  about  a  little  from  the  right, 
In  at  the  window,  or  elfc  o'er  the  hatch : 

Who 

•\  Sir  Nobbe,  a  nickname^  in  contempt.^  of  Sir  Robert. 


King  John.  [  ] 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night. 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  ^ 
Near  or  far  off",  well  won  is  ftill  well-fliot. 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.  John,  Go  Faulconbndgey  now  haft  thou  thy  defire,  ' 
A  landlefs  Knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'Squire : 
Come  madam,  and  come  Richard  ^  we  muft  Ipeed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Baft.  Brother  adieu,  good  Fortune  come  to  thee. 
For  thou  was  got  i'th'  way  of  honefty.  \Ex,  all  but  Baft. 

SCENE  III. 

A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was, 
But  many,  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfe! 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady. 

Good-den,  Sir  Rkhard,  Godamercy  fellow. 

And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter ; 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  mens  names : 
'Tis  too  relpedive  and  "^unfociable 
For  your  ^  converfing.    Now  your  traveller. 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worftiip's  mefs ; 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fliffic'd. 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechife 

My  t  piked  man  of  countries,  my  dear  Sir, 

(Thus  leaning  on  mine  elbow  I  begin) 
I  ftiall  befeech  you^ — that  is  Queftion  now. 
And  then  comes  Anfwer  like  an  A  B  C-book  : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  command. 

At  your  employment,  at  your  fervice.  Sir  :  

No  Sir,  fays  Queftion,  I,  fweet  Sir,  at  yours, — 
And  fo  e'er  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would, 
(Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment,, 

And 

too  fociabh,  «  converftort,  •\  piked,  i.    formal,  bearded. 
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And  talking  of  the  Alps  and  Apenmrres^ 

The  P^enean  and  the  river  Fo) 

It  draws  towards  flipper  in  conclufion  ib. 

But  this  is  worfhipful  fociety, 

And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit  like  my  felf ; 

For  he  is  but  a  baftard  to  the  time 

That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation, 

And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmoak  or  no : 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device. 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement ; 

But  from  the  inward  motion  to  dehver 

Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poilbn  for  the  ages  tooth 

Which  though  I  will  not  pradife  to  deceive, 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn ; 

For  it  (hall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing. 

But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman-poft  is  this?  hath  fhe  no  husband 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her? 

O  me,  it  is  my  mother  j  now,  good  lady. 

What  brings  you  here  to  court  fo  haftily  ? 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  James  Gurney. 

Lady.  Where  is  that  flave,  thy  brother?  where  is  he 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down. 

Baft.  My  brother  Robert ^  old  Sir  Roherfs  fon,  • 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man. 
Is  it  Sir  Robert's,  fon  that  you  feek  fb  ? 

Lady.  Sir  Robert's  Ibn  ?  ay,  thou  nnrev'rend  boy. 
Sir  Robert's  fon,  why  fcorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon !  and  fo  art  thou. 

Baft.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  awhile  ? 
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Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Ph'tTtp, 

Baft.  Ph'd'tp^  t  fparrow,  James. 
There's  toys  abroad,  anon.  Ill  tell  thee  more.        [^Ex'iP  James. 
Madam,  I  was  not  oM  Sir  Robert-^  fbn. 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good'Frida'yy  and  ne'er  broke  his  fall ; 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well  ^  ^  marry  confefs ! 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it  ; 
We  know  his  handy-work,  therefore  good  mother 
To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 
Sir  Robert  never  help'd  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady,  Haft  thou  conlpr'd  with  thy  brother  too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fliould'ft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
What  means  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave? 

Baft.  Knight  Knight,  good  mother,  Baftltfco  lik^ 

Why  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  flioulder  : 

But  mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Roherfs  fbn, 

I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert  and  my  land. 

Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone ; 

Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father. 

Some  proper  man  I  hope    who  was  it,  mother  ? 

Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  Faulconbr'tdge  ? 

Baft.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

Lady.  King  Richard  Cosidr-de-hon  was  thy  father- 
By  long  and  vehement  liiit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed. 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  tranfgreflion  to  my  charge! 
Thou  art  the  iflue  of  my  dear  offence. 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 

Baft.  Now  by  this  light  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father. 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 

And 

-f  Philip  is  A  common  name  for  a  tame  Sparroiv, 
^  marry  to  confefs.    Could  get  me  /  &c. 
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And  10  doth  yours ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly ; 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjeded  tribute ,  to  commanding  love 
Againft  whofe  fury  and\unmatched  force  • 
The  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hands. 
He  that  per  force  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  eafily  win  a  woman's.  Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  tha^jc  thee  for  my  father. 
Who  lives  and  dai;es  but.  fayj,  thou  di^^ft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  T^l  fei^d  his^^oul  tOjhell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  fliew  thee  ,t:p|  my.  kin. 

And  they  fhall  fay,  when  Rkhard  me  begot. 
If  thou  hadft  faid  .him^ay,  it  had  been  fin  ,- 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes ;  I  fay  'twas  not. 


[Exeunt^ 


A  C  T   II.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE,  before  the  walls  of  Angiers  m  France. 

Enter  Philip  King  of  France,  Lewis  the  Dauphin,,  the  Arch- 
Duke  of  Auftria,  Conftance,  and  Arthur. 

Lewis. 


P^^EF  ORE  Angters^  well  met  brave  Aufirta. 
^  Arthur  !  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blood 
B  |f|&_   Richard^  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart 
^cf^il   -^nd  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palefi'mey 


^^^^{i^  By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  grave 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 


To 
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To  (pread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf  j 

And  to  rebuke  the  ufiirpation 

Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  EngUJh  John, 

Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  God  fliall  forgive  you  Coeur-de-l'ton's  death 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  ofF-fpring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war. 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  pow'rlefs  hand. 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love  : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angters^  Duke. 

Lewis.  A  noble  boy  I  who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 

Aufi,  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs. 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love,* 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
'Till  Anglers  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  fhore 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders  ,• 
Ev'n  'till  that  England^  hedg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpofes, 
Ev'n  'till  that  outmoft  corner  of  the  weft 
Salute  thee  for  her  King.    'Till  then,  fair  boy. 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Confl.  O  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
'Till  your  ftrong  hand  fhall  help  to  give  him  ftrength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aujl,  The  peace  of  heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their  fwords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Philip.  Well  then  to  work,  our  engines  fhall  be  bent 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town  ,• 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  men  of  difcipline, 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages. 

Vol.  IIL  *  R  We'll 
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We'll  lay  before  this  town  onr  royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmem  blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjed:  to  this  boy. 

Confl,  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embaflie. 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood. 
My  lord  Chattl'ton  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war. 
And  then  we  (hall  repent  each  drop  of  blood 
That  hot  rafh  hafte  fo  indiredly  ftied. 

Enter  Chatilion. 

K.  Phtlip,  A  wonder,  lady !  lo,  upon  thy  wif 
Our  meffenger  Chattl'ton  is  arriv'd; 
What  England  (ays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.    Chattl'ton  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paultry 
And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands, 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms  ^  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whofe  leifure  1  have  ftaid,  have  giv'n  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town, 
His  forces  ftrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother-Queen  j 
An  Ate,  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  flrife. 
Vv^ith  her  her  neice,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spam ; 
V/ith  them  a  baftard  of  the  King  deceas'd, 
And  all  th'unfettled  humiours  of  the  land  j 
Ralh,  inconfid'rate,  fiery  voluntaries. 
With  ladies  faces,  and  fierce  dragons  fpleens. 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthright  proudly  on  their  backs, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
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In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits 

Than  now  the  EngUJh  bottoms  Iiave  waft  o'er, 

Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  tide, 

To  do  offence  and  f  fcathe  in  Chriftendom. 

The  interruption  of  their  churUfli  drums  [Drums  beat. 

Cuts  off  more  circumftance ;  they  are  at  hand. 

To  parly  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Ph'tl'tp.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedition  f 
Auft,  By  how  much  unexpeded,  by  fb  much 

We  muft  awake  endeavour  for  defence  ,• 

For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion : 

Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  arc  prepar'd. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  King  of  England,  Baftard,  Elinor,  Blanch,  Pem- 
broke, and  others, 

K.  John,  Peace  be  to  France,  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own : 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heav'n ! 
Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  corre<ft 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  heav'n. 

K.  Phdip.  Peace  be  to  Englandy  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace. 
England  we  love,  and  for  that  England's  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  armour,  here  we  Iweat ; 
This  toil  of  ours  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine. 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far. 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  its  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  pofterity, 
Out-faced  infant  ftate,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden-virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face, 

R  2  Thcfc 

•f  fcathe.  Mifchief. 


This  httle  abftraVdotli' contain  ffidtHarge 
Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey,  aiici,  the  ^ikAd  of  time  '^'S^"^ 
Shall  draw  this  bri^f  into  aVl^ar^e  a  %Iurhe.  "  '^^'^  ^  ^^^^d  ^UW 


That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  Worn, 
And  this  his  fon  j  En^and  was  Geffrefs  right,  "^^^ 
And  this  is  Geffrey's-,  in  the^name  of  God 
l^ow  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat. 
Which  own  the  crown  that  thou  b^er^maftereft  r ''^"^^^^^ 

K.  John,  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commiflion,  France^ 
To  draw  my  anfwer  to  thy  articles?  ;  ^ 

K.  Ph'tl.  From  that  fupcrnal  judge  that  ftirs  good  thoughts 
In  any  breaft  of  ftrong  authority,  U 
To  look  into  the  blots,  and  ftains  of  right.  > 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy; 
Under  whofe  warrant,  I  irnpeach  thy  wrong, 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it.  * 

'  Lewis, 

*  1  mean  to  chaftife  it.  ' 

K.  John.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  Philip.  Exciife  it,  'tis  to  beat  ufiirping  do\Vn. 

Eli.  Who  is't  that  thou  doil  call  ufurper,  FraHce'} 

Conft.  Let  me  make  anfwer:  thy  ufurping  fon. 

Eli.  Out  infolent !  thy  baftard  fhall  be  King, 
That  thou  may'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  World  I' 

Conjl.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true. 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband ;  andthis^  bpy,  ■  ' 

Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey,        ^  \ 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  manners  beiri^  as''l?&fe 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam.  '        '  ■  ; 
My  boy  a  baftard !  by  my  foul  I  think 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot  3 

It  cannot  be,  and  if  thou  wert  his  ttiother.  '  '  f» 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 
ConJl.  There's  a  good  gfandartij/bciy^,'  that  would  blot  thee. 
Mfi.  Peace.  '  '  ^  .  ^  1  ) 

Bajl.  Hear  the  crier.  1'  ^' 

^a/.  What  the  devil  art  thotli^' 

^<j/?.  One  that  will  pky  the  devi^,.  Sir,' with  you,  ::i 
And  a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you ^lonc.         '       j  •  i 
You  are  the  hare,  of  whom  the  proveifb'gdcs','' '    w-;'  ^sit     ,toi.  •  , 

Whofe 


Wilt  thou  refign  t^lem, .  an(J  lay  d^own  tKy  ^rips  /  ^'  ^'^^  H^tH  V 
:y  life  as  foon.    t  do  defie  thee^  ^ik-^ic^'  ^  '^^ 


K.  John,  My 
Arthur  of  Br'ttamy  yield  thee  to  my  hand, 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more,  , 
Than  e'er  the , coward-hand  oi  France  can  win^  * 


Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  beard, 
I'll  fmoak  your  skin-coat,  and  I  catch  you  right;' 
Sirrah,  look  to't,  i'faith  I  will,  i'faith- 

Blanch.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  robe^ 
That  did  difrobe  the  Lion  of  that  robe.  </. 
.   Baft.  It  lyes  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him. 
As  great  jilcides'  fhoes  upon  an  Als ; 
But,  Afs,  I'll  take  that  burthen  from  your  back,  , 
Or  lay  on  that  fhall  make  your  fhoulders  crack. 

jiuft.  What  cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ? 
King  Lewis,  determine„wh^t  we  fhall  do  ftreight. 

Lewis.  Women  and'foolsj  bxeak  off  your  conference. 

*~  of  France  can  win  > 


Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  Grandam,  child. 

Conft.  Do,  child,  go  to  it  Grandam,  child. 
Give  Grandam  kingdom,  and  it  Grandjfrn  will  ' 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry  and  a  fig)  .j  y  jjfj  ^  vj,- 
There's  a  good  Grandam.  rr  ■ 

^rth.  Good  my  mother,  pe^ce,  ;  j  <    j    .  n 
I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  niy  gra,ve, 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  n;iade  for  me.    ,  . 

Eli.  His  mother  ihames  him  fo,  poor  \)6y  hf  weeps. 

Conft.  Now  lhame  upon  you  where  nieoooes  or,  no, 
His  Grandam's  wrong,  and  not  his  mptjier's  Ihames 
Draws  thofe  heav'n-moving  pearls  from  his  p9ca".eyes5 
Which  heav'n  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fe? :,    ■  ^ 
With  thefe  fad  chryftal  beads  heav'n  lhall  he  brib'd  > 
To  do  him  juftice,  and  revenge  on  you.     ,  , 

Eli.  Thou  monftrous  flandercr  of  heav'n  ajid  f  a]^^, 

Conft.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heav'n  an^  earth. 
Call  me  not  flanderer  j  thou  and  thine  ufurp 
The  domination,  royalties  and  rights- 
Of  this  opprefted  boyj  this  is  thy  eldeft  fon's  fon, 
Infoitunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee;- 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child, 
The  canon  of  the  law  i»  laiaoo  Mm, 


.1  d  I 
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Being 
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K.  PhtL  Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls. 
Thefe  men  of  Anders    let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John^s.       [Trumpet  founds. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  a  Ottzen  upon  the  walls, 

Ctt.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 
•  K.  Philip.  'Tis  France  for  England. 

K.  John.  England  for  it  felf  ; 
You  men  of  Anglers  and  my  loving  (uhjecSts  

K.  Phil.  You  loving  men  of  Anglers^  Arthur'^  fubje^, 
■Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parte  - — 

K.  "John.  For  our  advantage  j  therefore  hear  us  firft : 
Thefe  flags  of  Francey  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profped  of  your  town. 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  v'/ 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth  \ 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainfl:  your  walls: 
All  preparations  for  a  bloody  fiege 

Being  but  the  fecond  generation 

Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  womb.  ; 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

Conft.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  fin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  iflue,  plagu'd  for  her. 

And  with  her  plague  her  fin  j  his  injury  \^ 

Her  injury,  the  beadle  to  her  fin, 

All  punifli'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 

And  all  for  heri  a  plague  upon  her. 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  v/ill  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon.  .  ., 

Confi.  Ay,  who  doubts  that  ?  a  will ;  a  wieked  wilti 
A  woman's  will  j  a  canker'd  Grandam's  will. 

K.  Philip.  Peace  lady,  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate  5 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefencc  to  cry  Amen 

To  thefe  ill  tuned  repetitions.  .  •  " 

^  And 
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And  mercilefs  proceeding,  by  thefe  French, 
Confront  your  city's  eye^s,  your  f  winking  gates ; 
And  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftones 
That  as  a  wafte  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  compulfion  of  their  ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  diiliabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace. 
But  on  the  fight  of  us  your  lawfiil  King, 
(Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 
Have  brought  a  counter-check  before  your  gates. 
To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  city's  threatned  cheeks) 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  parle,- 
And  now  inftead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire, 
To  make  a  fhaking  fcaver  in  your  walls, 
They  fhoot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  fmoak^ 
To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears 
Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  citizens, 
And  let  in  us,  your  King,  whofe  labour'd  (pirits 
Fore-weary'd  in  this  adion  of  fwift  fpeed, 
Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls. 

K.  PhtUp.  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both* 
Loe  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protection 
Is  moft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  ftands  young  Plantcigenet,  ■ 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man. 
And  King  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys. 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  town : 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you, 
Than  the  conftraint  of  hofpi table  zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppreiled  child, 
Religioufly  provokes.    Bi  pleafed  then 

•\  'Winkings  a  mta^har  for  half- open,. 
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To  pay  that  duty  which  you  truly  owe 

To  him  that  owns  it,  namely  this  young  Prince. 

And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  Bear, 

Save  in  afpe6t,  hath  all  offence  feal'd  up : 

Our  cannons  malice  vainly  fhall  be  fpent 

Againfl:  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heav'n  ; 

And  with  a  blelTecl,  and  unvext  retire, 

With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 

We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again 

Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town  ' 

And  leave  your  children,  wives  and  you  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  offer, 

'Tis  not  the  f  rounder  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 

Can  hide  you  from  our  melTengers  of  war; 

Though  all  thefe  EngUJh^  and  their  difcipline, 

Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 

Then  tell  us,  fhall  your  city  call  us  lord, 

In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it  ? 

Or  {hall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage, 

And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  poffeffion  ? 

Ctt.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England's  fiibjeds. 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  in. 

Cit.  That  can  we  not    but  he  that  proves  the  King, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  'till  that  time 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  King? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witneffes, 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed  

Baft.  (Baftards,  and  elfe.) 

K.  John.  To  verifie  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Ph'dip.  As  many,  and  as  well  born  bloods  as  tliofe  — 

Baft.  (Some  baftards  too.) 

K.  Philip. 

"t"  or  circle. 
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K.  Ph'dip,  Stand  in  his  fac^  to  coritradil^t^is  claim.' 

Cit.  'Till  you  cbmpound  whofe  right  is  worthieft,  '  '  /  ^ 
We  for  the  worthieft  hold  the  right  from  Bothl  ' 

K.  Johj^.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  tliole  fouls/  ' 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence, 

Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet,  '         ^'  ^ -1^ 

In  dreadful  tryal  of  our  kingdom's  King. 

K.  PbiUp,  Amen,  Amen.   Mount  chevaliers,  to  arms. 

Bajl,  Saint  George  that  fwindg'd  the  Dragon,  and  e'er  fince 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door, 
Teach  us  fome  fence.    Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den,  firrah,  with  your  Lionels,  ^ 
f  I'd  fet  an  Ox-head  to  your  Lion's  hide, 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you.  \To  Auftria. 

Aiijl,  Peace,  no  more. 

Bafl.  O  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 

K.  John,  Up  higher  to  the  plain,  where  we'll  fet  forth 
In  beft  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

Bajl.  Speed  then  to  take  th'  advantage  of  the  field. 

K.  Philip.  It  fhall  be  fo  j  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  reft  to  ftand.    God  and  our  right!  \Exeunt\ 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Here^  after  excurfions^  enter  the  Herald     France  whh  trum- 
pets to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers,  open  wide  your  gates^ 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne  in  ; 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englijh  mother, 
Whofe  fbns  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground : 
And  many  a  widow's  husband  groveling  lyes, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth  j 

Vol.  III.  *  S  While 

t  See  the  note  on  AU  ^.  Scene  i. 
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While  Vidory  with  little  lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  Fremb, 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  cotiquerorSj  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  BretagnCj  England's  King,  and  yours. 

Enter  Englifh  Herald  with  Trumpet, 

E.  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  oi  Angiers-^  ring  your  bells  ^ 
King  John^  your  King  and  England's^  doth  approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  fb  filver-bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  in  Frenchm^m  blood.  • 
There  ftuck  no  plume  in  any  Englifh  creft. 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftafF  of  France. 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands, 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  march'd  forth  ^ 
And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen  Come 
Our  lufty  Englifb,  all  with  purpled  hands^ 
Stain'd  in  the  dying  (laughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  vidors  w*ay. 

'Cit.  Heralds,  from  off  our  tow'rs  we  liiight  behss^ld, 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  onfet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies,  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  ^ 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwer'd  blows ; 
Strength  matched  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted  power. 
Both  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like ; 
One  muft  prove  greateft.    While  they  weigh  fo  -even. 
We  hold  our  town  for  -neither  •  yet  for  both. 

^^.^ 
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SCENE  V. 

.  Enler  the  two  Kings  with  their  Powers  at  fever al  Doors, 

K.  John,  France^  haft:  thou  yet  more  blood  to  cafl:  away? 
Say,  fhall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 
Whofe  paffage,  vext  with  thy  impediment. 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-fwell 
With  courfe  difturb'd  ev'n  thy  confining  fhores ; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Ph'ilip,  England,  thou  haft:  not  fav'd  one  drop  of  blood 
In  this  hot  tryal,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Rather  loft:  more.   And  by  this  hand  I  fwear 
That  fways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  by  our  juft:-born  arms, 
We'll  put  thee  down  'gainft:  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear. 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  j 
Gracing  the  fcroul  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs, 
With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 

Bafl.  Ha!  Majeft:y  •  how  high  thy  glory  towers., 
When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire!  . 
Oh  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel  ; 
The  fV'ords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  phangs  j 
And  now  he  feaft:s,  mouthing  the  flefti  of  men 
In  undetermin'd  difPrences  of  Kings. 
Why  ft:and  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock.  Kings,  back  to  the  ft:ained  field 
You  equal  potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits! 
Then  let  confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace  j  'till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death. 

K.  "John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmcn  yet  admit  ? 

K.  Philip,  Speak  citizens^  for  England^  who's  your  King? 

S  2  Gt. 
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Cit.  The  King  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King. 

K.  Philip.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right. 

K.  Johyi.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  poffeflion  of  our  perfon  here. 
Lord  of  our  prefence,  Angiers^  and  of  you. 

Cit,  A  greater  pow'r  than  we  denies  all  this  j 
And  'till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates.  * 

Bafl.  By  heav'n,  thefe  fcroyles  of  Angters  flout  you  Kings, 
And  (land  fecurely  on  their  battlements 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  fcenes  and  a6ts  of  death. 
You  royal  prefences  be  rul'd  by  me  ^ 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jerufalem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fharpeft  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town. 
By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  batt'ring  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths, 
'Till  their  fbul-fearing  clamours  have  braul'd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city, 
rd  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  jades ; 
Even  'till  unfenced  deflation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  diffever  your  united  ftrengths. 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again. 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point. 
Then  in  a  moment  fortune  fhall  cull  forth 
Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion. 
To  whom  in  favour  fhe  fhall  give  the  day,^ 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  vidory. 

* '  in  oiir  ftrong-bjur'd  gates  : 

Kings  of  our  fear,  iintill  our  fears  refolv'd 
Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  depos'd. 
Baji.  By  heav'n,  ^c. 
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How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  ftates  ? 

K.  John,  Now  by  the  sky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well.    France,  fhall  we  knit  our  pow'rs. 
And  lay  this  Angters  even  with  the  ground, 
Then  after,  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Baji.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 
Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifh  town. 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery. 
As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  fawcy  walls  ; 
And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground. 
Why  then  dene  each  other,  and  pell-mell 
Make  wrk  upon  our  felves  for  heav'n  or  hell. 

K.  Ph'tTtp.  Let  it  be  fb;  fay,  where  will  you  affault? 

K.  John,  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftru(^ion 
Into  this  city's  bofom. 

Auft,  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Philip.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town.  * 

Cit.  Hear  us  great  Kings  ^  vouchfafe  a  while  to  ftay^ 
And  I  fhall  fhew  you  peace,  and  fair-fac'd  league. 
Win  you  this  city  without  ftroak  or  wound; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field  ; 
Perfevere  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kings. 

K.  John,  Speak  on ;  with  favour  we  are  bent  to  hear* 

Cit,  That  daughter  there  of  Spam,  the  lady  Blanch, 
Is  near  to  England-,  look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauph'm,  and  that  lovely  maid. 
If  lufty  love  fliould  go  in  queft  of  beauty, 

*  — :  bullets  on  this  town. 

Bajl.  O  prudent  difcipline !  from  North  to  South  5 
jiufiria  and  Francs  fhoot  in  each  other's  mouth. 
I'll  ftir  them  to  it  j  come  away,  away. 

Qit.  Hear  us  great  Kings, 

Where 
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where  fliould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  BloPid)  ? 
If  zealous  love  flionld  go  in  Search  of  virtue, 
Where  fliould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  love  ambitious  fought  a  match  df  birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch^ 
Such  as  fbe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauph'm  t^^t^  way  comffleat:  • 
If  not  compleat  of,  fay  he  is  not  fhe ; 
And  {lie  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  not,  that  Hie  is  not  he. 
He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefled  man. 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  ^fuch  as  'flie ; 
And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 
Whofe  fiilnefs  of  perfe(5tion  lies  in  him. 
O  two  fiich  filver  currents,  when  they  join. 
Do  glorifie  the  banks  that  bound  them  in : 
And  two  fuch  fhores  to  two  fiich  ftreams  made  one. 
Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be,  Kings, 
To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  fhall  do  more  than  battery  can. 
To  our  faft  clofed  gates :  ^for  at  this  match. 
With  fwifter  ^fpeed  than  powder  can  enforce, 
.The  mouth  of  paffage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope. 
And  give  you  entrance ;  but  without  this  match. 
The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lions  fo  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 
So  free  from  motion,  no  not  death  himfelf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory. 
As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Baji.  Here's  a  flay. 
That  fliakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags.    Here's  a  large  mouth  indeed. 
That  f].iits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  r^cks  and  feas, 

Talks 
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Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs. 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  blood? 
•  He  rpeaks  plain  cannon-fire,  and  fmoak  and  bounce^ 
He  gives  the  baftinado  with  his  tongue : 
Our  ears  are  cudgel'd  ^  not  a  word  of  his 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fift  of  France  ,• 
Zounds,  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words. 
Since  I  firft  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Son,  lift  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match. 
Give  with  our  neice  a  dowry  large  enough  ; 
For  by  this  knot  thou  flialt     furely  tie 
Thy  now-unfur'd  affurance  to  the  crown, 
That  yon  green  boy  fhall  have  no  fun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France : 
Mark  how  they  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  fouls 
Are  capable  of  this  a^^bition. 
Left  zeal  now  melted  by  the  win^y  breath 
Of  foft  petitions,  pity  and  remorfc. 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  wh.-at  it  was. 

Qt.  Why  anfwer  not  the  -double  Majefties, 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  tihreaten'd  town  ? 

K.  Philip.  Speak  England '^x{\ij  that  ihath  been  forward  firft 
To  fpeak  unto  this  city  :  what  fay  you  ? 

K.  John.  Jf  that  the  Danphm  there,  thy  J^riacely  fon, 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  jread  /  love  j 
Her  dowry  jfhall  wergh  equal  with  a  Queen. 
For  Anglers^  and  fair  Tourame^  Maim,  PoiiBfeys^ 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea, 
■ExTcept  this  city  now  by  us  befieg'd, 
Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity ; 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed,  and  make  ji<>r  rich 

In 


[^  'eL:..,,..  John? 

In  titles,  honour^)  and  promotions; 
And  (lie  in  beauty,  education,  blood, 
Holds  hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  world. 

K.  Ph'd'tp,  What  fay'ft;  thou,  boy  ?  look  in  the  lady's  face.  * 

Lewis,  I  do,  my  lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wond'rous  miracle,  * 
I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  my  felf 
'Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  my  felf, 
Drawn  in  the  flatt'ring  table  of  her  eye. 

\JVhlfper'mg  with  Blanch. 

Bafi.  Drawn  in  the  flatt'ring  table  of  her  eye ! 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  I 
And  quarter'd  in  her  heart!  he  doth  efpic 

Himfelf  love's  traitor:  this  is  pity  now. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd,  there  ihould  be 
In  fiich  a  love,  (b  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will  in  this  refpecSt  is  mine. 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  makes  him  like 
That  any  thing  he  fees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will: 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you  my  lord. 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love, 
Than  this    that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churlifh  thoughts  themfelves  fhould  be  your  judge) 
That  I  can  find  fliould  merit  any  hate.  [neice  ? 

K.  John,  What  fay  thefe  young  ones?  what  fay  you,  my 

Blanch.  That  (he  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  will  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John, 

*  miracle, 

The  ihadow  of  my  felf  form'd  in  her  eye, 
Which  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  Ion, 
Becomes  a  fun,  and  makes  your  fon  a  fhadow ; 
I  do  proteft  
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K.  John,  Speak  then,  Prince  Dauphin,  can  you  love  this  lady  ? 

Lewis,  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love, 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John,  Then  do  I  give  Volquejfen,  Touraine,  Mainey 
PotBiers,  and  Anjou,  thefe  five  provinces 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more. 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  EngUJh  coin. 
Philip  of  France^  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal. 
Command  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  Philip.  It  likes  us  well  young  Princes,  elofe  your  hands.  * 
Now  citizens  of  Angters  ope  your  gates. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made : 
For  at  Saint  Mark's  chappel  prefently 
The  rites  of  marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  lady  Conflance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know  (he  is  not  j  for  this  match  made  up. 
Her  prelence  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  fhe  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Lewis.  She's  fad  and  paflionate  at 'your  highnefs'  tent. 

K.  Philip.  And  by  my  faith,  this  league  that  we  have  made 
Will  give  her  (adnefs  very  little  cure. 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady  ?  in  her  right  we  came, 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all, 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Brita'tn, 
And  Earl  of  Richmond  ^  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of    Call  the  lady  Conjlance, 
Some  fpeedy  meflenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  folemnity  :  I  truft  we  lhall, 

*  clofe  your  hands. 

^uji.  And  your  lips  too,  for  I  am  "well  afflir'd 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firll  alTur'd. 

K.  Philip.  Now  citizens,  (j^c. 

Vol.  hi,  *  T  If 
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If  not  fill  up  the  meafiire  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  fome  mealure  fatisfie  her  fo. 
That  we  fhall  ftop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fuffer  us. 

To  this  unlook'd  for,  unprepared  pomp.        [Ex.  all  hut  Baft. 

SCENE  VI. 

Bafi,  Mad  world,  mad  Kings,  mad  compofition ! 
John  to  ftop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole. 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 
And  France  J  whole  armour  confcience  buckled  on. 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field. 
As  God's  own  foldier    rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  fame  purpofe-changer,  that  fly  devil. 
That  broker,  that  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 
That  daily  break-vow,  he  that  wins  of  all 
Of  Kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe 
But  the  word  maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that 
That  fmooth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity : 
Commodity,  the  biafs  of  the  world. 
The  world,  which  of  it  felf  is  poifed  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground ; 
'Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  biafs, 
This  fway  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency. 
From  all  dired:ion,  purpofe,  courfe,  inteat. 
And  this  fame  biafs,  this  Commodity, 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid. 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war. 

To 
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To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet : 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand. 

When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm ; 

But  that  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  while  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail. 

And  fay  there  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich : 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  fhall  be. 

To  fay  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 

Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  commodity. 

Gain  be  my  lord,  for  I  will  worfliip  thee.  \Exh, 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Conftance,  Arthur  and  Salisbury. 

Conft.       ONE  to  be  marry'd !  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  f 

VJ  Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  join'd!  Gone  to  be  friends! 
Shall  Lewts  have  Blanch y  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 
It  is  not  fo,  thou  haft  mif-fpoke,  mif-heard ; 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again. 
It  cannot  be  j  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fb. 
I  think  I  may  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 
I  have  a  King's  oath  to  the  contrary. 
Thou  {halt  be  punifli'd  for  thus  frighting  me. 
For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears, 
Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears : 
A  widow,  husbandlefs,  fubjed  to  fears, 
A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears. 
And  though  thou  now  confcfs  thou  didft  but  jeft, 

T  2  With 
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With  my  vext  fpirits'  I  can't  take  a  truce. 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  fhaking  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadiy  on  my  Ton  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  bread  of  thine? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds? 
Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmcrs  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  fpeak  again  j  not  all  thy  former  tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal,  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Confi.  Oh  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  forrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die  ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defp'rate  men, 
Wliich,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. 
Lewis  wed  Blanch  /  O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  ^xizn^  with  England/  what  becomes  of  me? 
Fellow  be  gone,  I  cannot  brook  thy  ^ight.  * 

Arth.  I  do  befecch  you,  mother,  be  content. 

Conft.  If  thou  that  bidfl:  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 
Ugly,  and  fland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains. 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks  j 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content  : 
For  then  I  fliould  not  love  thee :  no,  nor  thou 

*  1  cannot  brook  thy  fight  j 

This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moft  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  Lady,  done 
But  fpokc  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Conft.  Which  harm  within  it  fclf  fo  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

ylrth.  I  do  befcech  you,  ^c. 

Become 
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Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  f 
Nature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great*. 
Of  Nature's  gifts  thou  may'ft  with  liilies  boaft. 
And  with  the  half-blown  rofe.    But  Fortune,  oh  f 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee, 
Adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John, 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refpe6t  of  fbveraignty. 
And  made  his  majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  Fortune,  and  to  John, 
That  ftrumpet  Fortune,  that  ufiirping  John  / 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  for/worn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  thefe  woes  alone  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under- bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Confi.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  (halt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 
I  will  inftrud  my  forrow  to  be  proud ; 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  ftoop. 
To  me,  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief, 
Let  Kings  affemble :  for  my  griefs  fo  great. 
That  no  fupporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up:  Here  I  and  forrow  fit; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  ir» 
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ACT  III.   S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Conttnues  in  France. 

Enter  Ktng  John,  Kmg  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,   Elinor,  Philip 
the  Baftard^  Auftria,  and  Conftance. 

K,  "Philip. 


I S  true,  fair  daughter  ^  and  this  bleffed  day. 


Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feftival  : 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchymift. 
Turning  with  fplendour  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meager  cloddy  earth  to  glitt'ring  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  holy-day. 

Conji.  What  hath  this  day  deferv'd    what  hath  it  done, 
That  it  in  golden  letters  (hould  be  fet 
Among  the  high  tides  in  the  kalendar.^ 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week, 
This  day  of  fhame,  oppreflion,  perjury  : 
Or  if  it  muft  fland  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day. 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft: 
Except  this  day,  let  feamen  fear  no  wrack  j 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made^ 
This  day  all  things  begun  came  to  ill  end, 
Yea,  faith  it  felf  to  hollow  falfliood  chang'd. 

K.  Fhtltp.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  ftiall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day : 
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Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Confi.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refembling  Majefty,  which  touch'd  and  try'd 
Proves  valuelefs :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn. 
You  came  in  arms  to  (pill  my  enemies  blood, 
But  now  in  arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grapUng  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace. 
And  our  oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  league. 
Arm,  arm,  ye  heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  Kings : 
A  widow  cries,  be  husband  to  me,  heav'n  I 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  days  in  peace  j  but  ere  (un-fet. 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings. 
Hear  me,  oh  hear  me! 

Aidfi.  Lady  Confimce^  peace. 

Confi,  War,  war,  no  peace,-  peace  is  to  me  awar: 
O  LymogeSy  O  Aufir'ta  !  thou  doft  fhame 
That  bloody  fpoil :  thou  flave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward, 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villany  : 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  ladyftiip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety  j  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.    What  a  fool  art  thoU;, 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  to  ftamp,  and  Iwear, 
Upon  my  party  j  thou  cold-blooded  flavc, 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide, 
Been  fworn  my  (bldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  I 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  Lion's  hide  ?  doff  it  for  fhame. 
And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
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Aujl.  O  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me. 

Bafl.  And  hang  a  calvc's-skin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

Aujl.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  To,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Baft.  And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

t  '  ^ufi.  Methinks  that  Richard's  pride  and  Richard's  fall 
^  Should  be  a  precedent  to  fright  you.  Sir. 

'  Bafi.  What  words  are  thefe?  how  do  my  finews  (hake! 
'  My  father's  foe  clad  in  my  father's  fpoil? 
'  How  doth  ^le^o  whifper  in  my  ears  ,• 
^  Delay  not  Richard j  kill  the  villain  ftrait, 
'  Difrobe  him  of  the  matchlels  monument, 
^  Thy  father's  triumph  o'er  the  favages  -  — 
^  Now  by  his  foul  I  fwear,  my  father's  foul, 
*  Twice  will  I  not  review  the  morning's  rife, 
^  'Till  I  have  torn  that  trophy  from  thy  back, 
[  And  fplit  thy  heart,  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

K.  John.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  felf. 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

K.  Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  Pope. 

Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heav'n. 
To  thee.  King  John^  my  holy  errand  is,- 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milain  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here. 
Do  in  his  name  religioufly  demand 

■\  What  ivas  the  ground  of  this  quarrel  of  the  Baftard  to  Auflria  is  no  where  fpecfy''d 
in  the  prefent  Play-'  nor  is  there  in  this  place^  or  the  Scene  where  itis  firfi  hinted  at  (namely 
•  the  fecond  of  J5t  z.)  the  leafi  mention  of  any  reafon  for  it.  But  the  Jiory  is,  that 
Auftria,  luho  kiWd  K.  Richard  Coeur- de-lion,  wore  as  the  fpoil  of  that  Prince,  a  Ly- 
on's hide  which  had  belonged  to  him.  'This  circumfiance  renders  the  anger  of  the  Bafiard 
'very  natural,  and  ought  not  to  have  keen  omitted.  In  the  firfi  sketch  of  this  Play  ( which 
Shakefpear  is  faid  to  hc.ve  had  a  hand  in,  jointly  with  William  Rowleyj  we  accordingly 
find  this  infifled  upon,  and  I  have  ventured  to  place  a  few  of  thofe  verfes  here. 

Why 
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Why  thou  againft  the  church  our  holy  mother 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  Archbifliop 
Of  Canterhuryy  from  that  holy  fee  ? 
This  in  our  forefaid  holy  father's  name 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name,  to  interrogatories 
Can  tax  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  King  ? 
Thou  canft  not,  Cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  of  England 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  priefl 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions : 
But  as  we  under  heav'n  are  fupreme  head. 
So  under  it,  that  great  fiipremacy 
Where  we  do  reign  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  th'  affiftance  of  a  mortal  hand. 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  rev'rence  fet  apart 
To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  authority. 

K.  Philip,  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chriftendom 
Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  medling  pxiefl:. 
Dreading  the  curfe  that  mony  may  buy  out ; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  pardon  from  himfelf : 
Though  you  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofly  led. 
This  jugling  witch-craft  with  revenue  cherifli. 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes.  . 

Pand.  Then  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have. 
Thou  ftialt  ftand  curft,  and  excommunicate  j 

Vol.  III.  *  U  And 
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And  bleffed  (lull  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretick, 
And  meritorious  {hall  that  hand  be  call'd. 
Canonized  and  worfhipp'd  as  a  faint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Cofijl.  O  lawful  let  it  be 
That  I  have  leave  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  j^en 
To  my  keen  curfes ,  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  pow'r  to  curfe  him  right. 

P^^d.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curfe. 

ConJI.  And  for  mine  too,-  when  law  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here; 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law ; 
Therefore  fince  law  it  felf  is  perfed;  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pand.  Philtp  of  FrancCy  on  peril  of  a  curfe. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  Arch-heretick, 
And  raife  the  pow'r  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unlefs  he  do  fiibmit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France  7  do  not  let  go  thy  hand. 

Conjl.  Look  to  that,  devil  f  left  that  France  repent, 
And  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

Aufl.  King  Ph'ihp,  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Bajl,  And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  his  recreant  limbs. 

Auft.  Well,  ruflBan,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
Becaufe  

Baji.  Your  breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philfp,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal  ? 

Confi.  What  fhould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 

Lewis.  Bethink  you  father  j  for  the  difference. 
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Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rome^ 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend ; 
Forgo  the  eafier. 

Blanch,  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome, 

Confi,  Lewhy  ftand  faft,  the  devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likenefs  of  a  new  untrimmed  bride.  * 

K.  Philip,  I  am  perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pand,  What  can'ft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more. 
If  thou  ftand  excommunicate  and  curft  ? 

K.  Philip,  Good  rev'rend  father,  make  my  perfbn  yours, 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf  ? 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit. 
And  the  conjundion  of  our  inward  fouls 
Marry'd  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows : 
The  lateft  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 
Was  deep-fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love 
Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  felves. 
And  ev'n  before  this  truce,  but  new  before. 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  hands 
To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 
Heav'n  knows  they  were  befmear'd  and  over-ftain'd 

*  a  new  untrimmed  bride. 

Blanch.  The  lady  Conjiance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith  : 
But  from  her  need. 

Conft.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  need. 
Which  only  lives  but  Dy  the  death  of  faith. 
That  need  muft  needs  infer  this  principle, 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need : 
O  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up : 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  King  is  mov'd,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 

Conft.  O  be  removM  from  him  j  and  anfwer  well. 

jiuft.  Do  fo,  King  Philip,  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Baft.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calve's-skin,  moft  fweet  lout. 

K.  Philip.  I  am  perplext,  ^c. 

U  z  '  With 
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With  (laughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  Kings.  - 

And  frtall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  (Irong  in  both, 

Unyoke  this  feifure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ?  > 

Play  faft  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo  jeft  with  heav'n, 

Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  our  felves, 

As  now  again  to  Inatch  our  palm  from  palm? 

Un-fwear  faith  fworn,  and  on  the  marriage-bed 

Of  fmiling  peace,  to  march  a  bloody  hoft, 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  fincerity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo  ,• 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order,  and  we  (hall  be  bleft 

To  do  your  plealure,  and  continue  friends. 
Pand.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs, 

Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 

Therefore  to  arms,  be  champion  of  our  church. 

Or  let  the  church  our  mother  breathe  her  curfe, 

A  mother's  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 

France,  thou  may'ft  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue, 

A  ^  chafed  Lyon  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fafting  Tyger  fafer  by  the  tooth. 

Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 
K.  Philip.  I  may  dif-join  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith, 
ParJ,  So  mak'ft  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  j 

And  like  a  civil  war  fet'ft  oath  to  oath. 

Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.  O  let  thy  vow 

Firft  made  to  heav'n,  firft  be  to  heav'n  perform'd. 

That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church. 

What  fmce  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thy  felf. 

And 

*  cafed. 
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And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  felf. 

For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amils, 

Is  not  amils,  when  it  is  truly  done : 

And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it. 

The  better  a6t  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is  to  miftake  again,  though  indired, 

Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  dired 

And  falfhood  falfhood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  the  fcorched  veins  of  one  new-burn'd. 

It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept. 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion  : 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft : 

And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  lurety  for  thy  truth, 

Againft  an  oath  the  truth  thou  art  unfure 

To  fwear,  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfworn 

Elfe  what  a  mockery  jfhould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 

But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear. 

Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft, 

Is  in  thy  felf  rebellion  to  thy  felf : 

And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make, 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy,  loofe  fuggeftions : 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  pray'rs  come  in, 

If  thou  vouchfafe  them.     But  if  not,  then  know 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 

So  heavy  as  thou  fhalt  not  fhake  them  off. 

But  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight, 

Aufi,  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion. 

Bafl.  Will't  not  be? 
Will  not  a  Calve's-skin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine } 

Lewis,  Father,  to  arms. 

Blanche 
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Blanch,  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  fhall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churlifh  drums. 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp? 
O  husband,  hear  me :  ay,  alack,  how  new 
Is  husband  in  my  mouth  ?  ev*n  for  that  name 
Which  'till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce. 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Confi.  O,  upon  my  knee. 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphm,  alter  not  the  doom 
Forethought  by  heav'n. 

Blanch.  Now  ftiall  I  fee  thy  love,  what  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

Conft,  That  which  upholdeth  him,  that  thee  upholds. 
His  honour.     Oh  thine  honour,  Lewh,  thine  honour. 

Lewh.  I  mufe  your  Majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold. 
When  fuch  profound  refped:s  do  pull  you  on  ? 
Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 
K.  Philip.  Thou  {halt  not  need.  England^  VW  fall  from  thee, 
Confi,  O  fair  return  of  banifh'd  majefty  ] 
Eh.  O  foul  revolt      Frefich  inconftancy! 
K.  John,  France^  thou  {halt  rue  this  hour  within  this  hour, 
Bafi,  Old  Time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  fexton,  time. 
Is  it,  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fhall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'ercaft  with  blood :  fair  day  adieu. 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both,  each  army  hath  a  hand. 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  a{under,  and  difmember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  vin : 

Uncle, 
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Uncle,  I  needs  mufl:  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofc: 
Father,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine : 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wiflies  thrive  : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  (hall  I  lofe : 
Affured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lewis,  Lady  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Blanch,  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life  dies. 

K.  John»  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puifTance  together.  [Eat.  Baft^ 
France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath, 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition ; 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  deareft  valu'd  blood  of  France, 

K.  Philip,  Thy  rage  (hall  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  (halt  turn 
To  afties,  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire : 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John,  No  more  than  he  that  threats.  To  arms  let's  hie. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE  III. 

J         A  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarms,  Excurjtons :  Enter  Bafiard  with  AuftriaV  head. 

Baft.  TVT  O  W  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wond'rous  hot, 

^     Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  sky, 
And  pours  down  mifchief    Auftria's  head  lie  there, 
t  ^  Thus  hath  King  Richards  fon  perform'd  his  vow^ 
*  And  ofFer'd  Auftria\  blood  for  facrifice 
'  Unto  his  father's  ever-living  foul. 

Enter  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  There  Hubert,  keep  this  boy.  - —  Philip,  make  up  ^ 

My 

■  -f  Added  from  the  old  Play. 
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My  mother  is  aflailed  in  our  tent. 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Bafi.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her: 
Her  highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not. 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  pains  . 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  \Exemt. 


S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Alarms,  Excurfions,  Retreat,  Re-enter  K'mg  John,  Elinor, 
Arthur,  Baflardy  Hubert,  and  Lords, 

K.  John,  Q  O  {hall  it  be    your  grace  fhall  ftay  behind 

O  So  ftrongly  guarded  :  coufin,  look  not  fad,  [To  Arthur, 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  father  was. 

Arth,  O  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief 

'K.John.  Coufin,  ^^w^lj  ^ot  England ^  hafte  before,  [To  the  Bafi. 
And  ere  our  coming  fee  thou  {hake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots,  their  imprifon'd  angels 
Set  at  liberty  :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Muft  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon. 
Ufe  our  commiffion  in  its  utmoft  force. 

Bafi.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fliall  not  drive  me  back. 
When  gold  and  filver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highneis :  grandam,  I  will  pray, 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety  •  fo  I  kils  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewel,  my  gentle  coufin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewel.  [Exit  Bafi, 

Eli,  Come  hither  little  kinfhian,  hark,  a  word. 

[Taking  him  to  one  fide  of  the  ft  age. 


K.  John, 


King  John.  [  157] 

K.  John,  \to  Hubert  cn  the  other  fideJ] 
Come  hither  Hubert.     O  my  gentle  Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much  ^  within  this  wall  of  flefh 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay  

But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  ^  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I'm  almoft  afliam'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpe6t  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  John,  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  fo— yet — - 

But  thou  fhalt  have  and  creep  time  ne'er  fb  flow, 

Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 

*  I  had  a  thing  to  fay  but  let  it  go : 

*  The  fun  is  in  the  heav'n,  and  the  proud  day 

*  Attended  with  the  plealures  of  the  world, 

*  Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds 

*  To  give  me  audience.    If  the  midnight  bell 

*  Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth 

*  Sound  on  into  the  drowfie  race  of  night,- 

*  If  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  ftand, 

*  And  thou  pofTelTed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  ,• 

*  Or  if  that  lurly  fpirit,  melancholy, 

^  Had  bak'd  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy-thick, 

'  Which  elfe  runs  tickHng  up  and  down  the  veins, 

*  Making  that  ideot,  laughter,  keep  mens  eyes, 

*  And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment ; 

*  (A  paflion  hateful  to  my  purpofes) 

*  Or  if  that  thou  could'ft  fee  me  without  eyes, 
'  Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
'  Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone. 
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*  Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words  ^ 

*  Then,  in  defpight  of  ^broad-ey'd  watchful  day, 
^  I  would  into  thy  bofbm  pour  my  thoughts : 

'  But  ah,  I  will  not  yet  I  love  thee  well. 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  wdl. 

HuL  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake. 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjund:  to  my  a<5t. 
By  heav'n  I'd  do. 

K.  John,  Do  not  I  know  thou  would'ft  ? 
Good  Hubert,  Hubert ,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend. 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way. 
And  wherefbe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lyes  before  me.     Doft  thou  underftand  me? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  him  fo. 
That  he  fhall  not  oflFend  your  Majefly. 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord? 

K.  John.  A  Grave. 

Hub.  He  fhall  not  Hve. 

K.  John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.    Hubert,  I  love  thee ; 
Well,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 

Remember:  Madam,  fare  you  well.   \jR.eturnmg  to  the  ^ueen. 

I'll  fend  thofe  pow'rs  o'er  to  your  Majefty. 

EU.  My  blefling  go  with  thee. 

K.  John.  For  England,  coufin,  go. 
Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  f  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty ;  on  toward  Calais  ho.  \Exeunt, 

'  brooded. 


SCENE 


King  John. 


C 159  ] 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  and  Attendants, 

K.  Ph'thp.^  O  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  flood, 

O    A  whole  armado  of  ^coUedcd  fail 
Is  fcatter'd  and  disjoin'd  from  fellowfhip. 

Fand,  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Fh'il'tp.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fb  ill? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  loft  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prisoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  flain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gon^, 
O'er-bearing  interruption,  fpight  of  France  ? 

Lewis,  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortify'd  : 
So  hot  a  fpeed,  with  fiich  advice  difpos'd, 
Such  temp'rate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  caufe, 
Doth  want  example  j  who  hath  read  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred-action  like  to  this  ? 

K.  Fhilip.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  praifc, 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conftance. 

Look,  who  comes  here  ?  a  Grave  unto  a  foul. 
Holding  th' eternal  fpirit'gainft  her  will 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afflided  breath ; 
I  pr'yt-hee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Confi.  Lo  now  j  now  fee  the  iffue  of  your  peace. 

K.  Fhd.  Patience  good  lady  j  comfort,  gentle  Cmjiance, 

Confi.  No,  I  defie  all  counfel,  all  redrefs. 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redre/s, 
Death  ,•  death,  oh  amiable,  lovely  death ! 
Arife  forth  from  thy  couch  of  lading  night, 

X  2  Thou 

'  convi^ed. 
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Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity, 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  bones  ^ 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows, 
And  ring  thefe  fingers  with  thy  houfhold  worms. 
And  ftop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfom  duft, 
And  be  a  carrion  moniler  like  thy  felfj 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmiPft, 
And  kifs  thee  as  thy  wife  ^  thou  Love  of  Mifery  I 
O  come  to  me. 

YL,  Ph'tUp.  O  fair  afflidion,  peace. 

Confi,  No,  no,  I  will  not,  haying  breath  to  cry  j 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth. 
Then  with  a  paflion  I  would  fliake  the  world. 
And  rouze  from  fleep  that  fell  Anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice. 

And  fcorns  a  modeft  invocation. 

Pand,  Lady,  you  utter  madriefs,  and  not  fbrrow. 
Confix  Thou  art  not  holy  to  behe  me  fb; 

1  am  not  mad  j  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine  ,• 
My  name  is  Confiance,  I  was  Geffrey's  wife : 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  loft ! 

I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  heav'n  I  were. 
For  then  'tis  like  I  fliould  forget  my  felf. 

0  if  I  could,  what  grief  fliould  I  forget !  * 

1  am  not  mad  5  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 

*  Ihould  I  forget ! 

Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 
And  Cardinal  thou  malt  be  canoniz'di 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes,. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf. 
If  I  were  mad,  I  fhould  forget  my  fon. 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he  : 
1  am  not  mad  y  t^c,  * 


King  John.  [  i6i  ] 

The  (lifFefetit  plague  of  each  calamity.  * 

Oh  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 

That  we  (hall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heav'n; 

If  that  be,  I  fliall  fee  my  boy  again. 

For  fince  the  birth  of  Ca'm^  the  firfl  male  child. 

To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire,  v 

There  was  not  fiich  a  gracious  creature  born. 

But  now  will  canker-fbrrow  eat  my  bud, 

And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek. 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft. 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit. 

And  fo  he'll  die ;  and  rifing  fb  again. 

When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heav'n 

I  fhall  not  know  him ;  therefore  never,  never 

Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpedt  of  grief. 

Confi.  He- talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Phtl'tp.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child. 

*  Confi.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child : 
*■  Lyes  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me,- 
*  Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 

*  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Philip.  Bind  up  thofe  trefles  j  O  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs  j 
Where  but  by  chance  a  lilver  drop  hath  fall'n, 
Ev'n  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  friends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief,  r*. 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Conft.  To  England^  if  you  will. 

K.  Philip.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Conft.  Yes,  that  I  will  j  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cry'd  aloud, 
O  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fon, 
As  they  have  giv'n  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  j 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  prifoner. 
Oh  father  Cardinal,  (^c. 

*  Remembers 
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Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts ; 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form^ 
Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well  j  had  you  fuch  a  lofi  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  dso. 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Tear'mg  off  her  head-ckaths. 
When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wit. 
O  lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur ^  my  fair  fon  I 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world. 
My  widow-comfort,  and  ray  fbrrow's  cure!  \Exk^ 
K.  Ph'd'tp,  I  fear  fbme  outrage,  and  111  follow  &er.  [Exit. 

s  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Lewis.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy, 
*  Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
'  Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfie  man. 
A  bitter  fhame  hath  fpoilt  th^  fweet  world's  tafte. 
That  it  yields  nought  but  fhame  and  bitternefs. 

Pand,  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difeafe, 
Ev'n  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft :  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fhew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  day  ? 

Lewh.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 
Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no    when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
'Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  loft 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 
Lewis,  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand, 


King  John.  [  163  ] 

Pand,  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophetic  fpirit ; 
For  ev'a  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub 
Out  of  the  path  which  {hall  dixtdiXy  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne :  and  therefore  mark. 
John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur,  and  it  cannot  be 
That  whilft  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins. 
The  mifplac'd  John  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 
A  minute,  nay  one  quiet  breath,  of  reft. 
A  fcepter  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boyft'roufly  maintain'd,  as  gain'd. 
And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  flipp'ry  place, 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up. 
That  John  may  ftand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall  j 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Lewis.  But  what  fliall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall  ? 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Lewis,  And  loie  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefti  in  this  old  world } 
John  lays  you  plots  ;  the  times  con/pire  with  you , 
For  he  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 
This  a<-^  fo  evilly  born,  (hall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal  j 
That  no  fo  fmall  advantage  ftiall  ftep  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifti  it. 
No  nat'ral  exhalation  in  the  sky. 
No  ^  fcape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day. 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  ev^nt. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  its  nat'ral  caufe, 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  figns, 
d  fcop.  Abortives, 
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Abortives,  and  prefages,  tongues  of  heav'n 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  Joh;^. 

Lewis.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life. 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonment. 

Pand.  O  Sir,  when  he  (hall  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Ev'n  at  this  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change, 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John, 
Methinks  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot  ,• 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 
Than  I  have  nam'd.    The  baftard  Faulconhr'tdge 
Is  now  in  England,  ranfacking  the  church, 
Offending  charity.    If  but  twelve  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  EngUJh  to  their  fide,- 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow  tumbled  about. 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.    Noble  Dauph'm, 
Go  with  me  to  the  King :  'tis  wonderful  ^ 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent. 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  offence. 
For  England  go  j  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Lewts,  Strong  reafbn  makes  flrong  adions :  let  us  go ; 
If  you  fay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  [Exeunt* 


Kiti^  J       N.  [  165  ] 


ACT  IV.   SCENE  I. 

Changes  to  England. 
A  Prifon, 
Enter  Hubert  and  Rxecuttoner, 

Hubert. 

I E  A  T  me  thefe  irons  hot,  and  look  you  ftand 
Within  the  arras ;  when  I  ftrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rufh  forth, 
And  bind  the  boy  which  you  fliall  find  with  me, 
Faft  to  the  chair :  be  heedful  j  hence,  and  watch. 
Exe.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
Huh,  Uncleanly  fcruples !  fear  not  you  ,•  look  to't.  — - 
Young  lad  come  forth I  have  to  fay    ith  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 

Arth.  Good  morrow,  Hubert* 

Huh,  Morrow,  little  Prince. 

Arth.  As  little  Prince  (having  fb  great  a  title 
To  be  more  Prince)  as  may  be.    You  are  fad. 

Huh,  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 

Arth,  Mercy  on  me ! 
Methinks  no  body  fliould  be  fad  but  I. 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France^ 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night. 
Only  for  wantonnels.  By  my  Chriftendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  {heep, 
I  fhould  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Vol.  III.  *  Y  And 
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A;id  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt  .  , 

My  uncle  pradifes  more  harm  to  me. 

He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  fbn  ? 

Indeed  it  is  not,  and  I  would  to  hcav'n 

I  were  your  fon,  fb  yon  would  love  me  Hubert. 

Huh,  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lyes  dead; 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  [Afide, 

Arth.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  7  you  look  pale  to-day  j 
In  fboth,  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick, 
That  I  might  fit  alt  night  and  watch  with  you. 
Alas,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  poffeflion  of  my  bofbm. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur —  \Shewmg  a  paper. 

How  now,  foolifh  rheum,  \Afide, 
Turning  dif-piteous  torture  out  of  door! 
I  muft  be  brief,  left  refblution  drop 

Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanifh  tears.  

Can  you  not  read  it?  is  it  not  fair  writ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert^  for  fo  foul  effect. 
Muft  you  with  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Huh.  Young  boy,  I  muft. 

Arth.  And  will  you? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  when  your  head  did  but  ake, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again ; 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head  ^ 
And  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour. 
Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  what  lack  you  ?  and  where  lyes  your  grief  ? 

Or 
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Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lain  ftill. 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  Prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning.    Do,  and  if  you  will : 
If  heav'n  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill. 

Why  then  you  muft  Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 

Thefe  eyes  that  never  did,  and  never  (hall 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I've  fworn  to  do  it ; 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out.  * 

Arth.  Oh  if  an  angel  ftiould  have  come  to  me. 
And  told  me  Hubert  fhould  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  believed  a  tongue  but  Hubert's. 

Hub.  Come  forth ;  do  as  I  bid  you  do.  [Stamps^  and  the  men  enter. 

Arth.  O  fave  me,  Hubert^  fave  me!  my  eyes  are  out 
Ev'n  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boift'rous  rough  ? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ftand  ftone-ftill. 
For  heav'n  fake,  Hubert^  let  me  not  be  bound. 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away, 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angrily : 

■muft  I  burn  them  out. 


jirth.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  iron  age  would  do  it. 
The  iron  of  it  felf,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  its  fiery  indignation. 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence  : 
Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  ruft, 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  ftubborn  hard,  than  hammer'd  iron,? 
Oh  if  an  angel  Ihould,  (^c. 

Y  2  Thruft 
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Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you, 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub,  Go,  ftand  within    let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exe.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed.  [Exit, 

Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend. 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart,- 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaflion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Huh.  Come,  boy,  prepare  your  felf. 

Arth,  Is  there  no  remedy? 

Huh.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heav'n !  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  yours,  > 
A  grain,  a  duft,  a  gnat,  a  wand'ring  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe : 
Then  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boift'rous  there, 
Your  vile  intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Huh.  Is  this  your  promife  ?  go  to,  hold  your  tongue.  * 

Arth.  Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  j  let  me  not,  Hubert  j 
Or,  Hubert  J  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue. 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.    O  fpare  mine  eyes ! 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ftill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold. 
And  would  not  harm  me.- 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  extreams  ;  fee  elfe  your  felf,. 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heav'n  hath  blown  its  fpirit  out,. 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  afhes  on  its  head.' 

■  hold  your  tongue. 


Arth.  Hubert^  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
I-et  rae  not  hold,  i^c. 

Hub. 
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Hub,  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy.  * 

Arth»  All  things  that  you  ihould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong. 
Deny  their  office ;  only  You  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extend, 
Creatures  of  note  •  for  mercy-lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  livej  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye 
For  all  the  treafiire  that  thine  uncle  owns : 
Yet  am  I  (worn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy. 
With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

^rth.  O  now  you  look  like  Hubert,   All  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub.  Peace:  no  more.  Adieu, 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
I'll  fill  thele  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports: 
And,  pretty  child,  flecp  doubtlefs  and  fecure. 
That  Hubert^  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

^rth.  O  heav'n!  I  thank  you,  Hubert, 

Hub.  Silence,  no  more,-  go  clofely  in  with  me. 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 


S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Tloe  Court  of  England. 

Enter  K'mg  John,  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  other  Lords. 

K.  'John.'X  TERE  once  again  we  fit,  crown'd  once  again, 
X  JL  And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  eyes. 

* '         I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

ulrth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  malce  it  blufh. 
And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert : 
Nay,  it  perchance  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes : 
And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compeU'd  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  matter  that  doth  « tarre  him  on. 
All  things  that  you,  i^c. 

Pemh. 

«  In  the  firfl  edition. 
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Pemb,  This  once  again,  but  that  your  Highnefs  pleas'd. 
Was  oqce  fupcrflijous ;  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off : 
The  faiths  of  men,  ne'er  ftained  with  revolt : 
Frefli  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  ftate. 

Sal.  Therefore  to  be  polfefs'd  with  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lilly. 
To  throw  il  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heav'n  to  garnifli. 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  exeefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pleafiire  muft  be  done, 
This  ad  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told. 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefome. 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured  y 
And  like  a  fhifted  wind  unto  a  fail, 
It  rnakes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about  j 
Startles  and  frights  confideration  5 
Makes  found  opinion  fick,  and  truth  (ufpeded. 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafhion'd  robe. 

Pemb.  When  workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well, 
They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetoufnels  ,• 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  fault, 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe : 
As  patches  fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patcb'd^ 

Sal.  To  this  effed,  before  you  were  new-^crown'd, 
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We  breath'd  our  couhfel ;  but  it  pleas'd  your  Highncis 
To  over-bear  it;  yet  we're  all  well  plcas'd  j 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Muft  make  a  ftand  at  what  your  Highnefs  will. 

K.  John,  Some  rea(bns  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poffeft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (the  leffer  is  my  fear) 
I  (hall  endue  you  with :  mean  time,  but  ask 
What  you  would  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  (hall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemh.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe. 
To  t  found  the  purpofes  of  all  their  hearts ; 
(Both  for  my  felf  and  them  y  but  chief  of  all. 
Your  fafety ;  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  they 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies     heartily  requeft 
Th'  infranchifement  of  Arthur ;  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murm'ring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dang'rous  argument. 
If  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  fhou'd  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfiiian,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barb'rous  ign'rance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty  j 
Which  for  our  good  we  do  no  further  ask. 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  weal  that  he  have  Hberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo ;  I  do  commit  his  youth 


•\  to  found  forth,  or  to  declare. 
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To  your  diredion.    Hubert^  what  news  with  you? 

Pemh,  This  is  the  man  fhould  do  the  bloody  deed  : 
He  fliew'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye,-  that  clofe  afpedt  of  his 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breaft. 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sah  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go^ 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battels  fet : 
His  paflion  is  fb  ripe,  it  needs  muft  break. 

Pemh.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  ifliie  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  ftrong  hand. 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living, 
The  luit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
He  tells  us  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to  night. 

Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknels  was  paft  cure. 

Pernb.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was. 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 
This  muft:  be  anfwer'd  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on  me? 
Think  you  I  bear  the  fhears  of  defl:iny? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  hfe  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fliame 
That  greatnefs  fliould  fo  grofly  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game,  and  lb  farewel. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  lord  Salisbury,  I'll  go  with  thee. 
And  find  th'  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood  which  own'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifle. 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  holdj  bad  world  the  while! 

This 
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This  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 

To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long  I  doubt,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

K.  John.  They  bum  in  indignation  j  I  repent 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  fet  on  blood 

No  certain  life  atchiev'd  by  others  death   \_-4f^de, 

A  fearful  eye  thou  haft  ;  where  is  that  blood  \To  the  Mef. 

That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thole  cheeks  ? 

So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm ; 

Pour  down  thy  weather:  how  goes  all  in  France! 

Mef,  From  France  to  England  never  (uch  a  power. 
For  any  foreign  preparation. 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn'd  by  them  : 
For  when  you  fliould  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 

K.  John,  Oh  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ? 
Where  hath  it  flept  ?  where  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  fiich  an  army  jfhould  be  drawn  in  Francey 
And  (he  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mef,  My  Liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftopt  with  duft:  the  firft  of  April  dy'd 
Your  noble  mother ;  and  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  lady  Confiance  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before:  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idely  heard    if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  With-hold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  \ 
O  make  a  league  with  me,  'till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  peers.    My  mother  dead? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  eftate  in  France  7 

Vol.  III.  *Z  Under 
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Under  whole  conduct  came  thofe  powers  of  France^ 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out  are  landed  here  ^ 
Mef,  Under  the  Dauph'm. 

Enter  Baflard  and  Peter  of  Pomfret* 

K.  John,  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings.    Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  Do  not  feek  to  ftrf 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  fulL 

Bafl.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft, 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufin ;  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide,  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood  j  and  can  gire  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Baft,  How  I  have  fped  among  the  elergy-men. 
The  fums  I  have  collefed  fhall  exprefs. 
But  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied; 
PolTeft  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreaitis 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear. 
And  here's  a  prophet  that  I  brought  with  m« 
From  forth  the  ftreets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found. 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels  : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harfh-founding  rhiraes. 
That  ere  the  next  ^fbenftm-day  at  noon 
Your  Highnefs  (hould  deliver  up  your  crown.  • 

K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  di'd'ft  thou  fo 

Peter.  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him  j  imprifon  him> 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  fhall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'dl 
Deliver  him  to  faffety,  and  return. 
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For  I  muft  ufe  thee.    O  my  gentle  coufin, 
Hear'ft  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

Bafi.  The  French^  my  lord ;  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it : 
Befides,  I  met  lord  Bigot  and  lord  Sslhburyy 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who  they  fay  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  fuggeftion. 

K.  John,  Gentle  kinfman,  go 
And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  company. 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Bafi.  I  will  (eek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  hafte ;  the  better  foot  before. 
O,  let  me  have  no  (iibje<5ts  enemies, 
When  adverfe  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  ftout  invafion. 
Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels, 
And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Baft.  The  fpirit  of  the  time  (hall  teach  me  fpeed.  [Exit, 

K.  John.  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he  perhaps  fliall  need 
Some  meffenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers. 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liege.  [Exit, 

K.  John,  My  mother  dead! 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Huh,  My  lord,  they  fay  five  moons  were  feen  to-night : 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wond'rous  motion. 

Z  1  K.  John. 


[  176  ]  King  John. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Huh,  Old  men  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets 
Do  prophefie  upon  it  dangeroufly  : 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths, 

*  And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  (hake  their  heads, 

*  And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear. 

*  And  he  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrift, 

*  Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  adion 

*  With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,-  -with  rolling  eyes. 
'  I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 

*  The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  th'  anvil  cool,. 

*  With  open  mouth  fwallowing  a  taylor's  news ; 

*  Who  with  his  {hears  and  meafure  in  his  hand^ 
'  Standing  on  flippers,  which  his  nimble  hafte 

*  Had  falfely  thruft  upon  contrary  feet, 

*  Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French y 
*■  That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent. 

*  Another  lean,  unwafh'd  artificer, 

*  Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  pofTefs  me  with  thefe  fears  ? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fb  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murther'd  him :  I  had  a  caufe 
To  wifh  him  dead,  but  thou  had'ft  none  to  kill  him. 

Huh.  Had  none,  my  lord  ?  why,  did  you  not  provoke  me  ? 

K.  John.  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant. 
To  break  into  the  bloody  houfe  of  Ufe  : 
And  on  the  winking  of  authority 
To  underftand  a  law ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dang'rous  majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour,  than  advis'd  relped:. 

Huh.  Her^  is  your  hand  and  fcal  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John,  Oh,  when  the  laft  account  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 

Is 
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Is  to  be  made,  then  (hall  this  hand  and  feal 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation. 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Mak'e  deeds  ill  done  ?  for  hadft  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  fign'd  to  do  a  deed  of  (hame. 
This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  min4. 
But  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  a(pe(St, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villany,  *  , 

Apt,  liable  to  be  employed  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death. 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Mad'ft  it  no  confcience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 
Huh.  My  lord  

K.  John,  Hadft  thou  but  fliook  thy  head,  or  made  a  paufe 
When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed  : 
Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face. 
Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words  j 
Deep  fhame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 
And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me. 
But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns, 
*  And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin  j 
Yea,  without  ftop  did'ft  let  thy  heart  confent. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  hand  to  ad 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name  — — 
Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more ! 
My  nobles  leave  me,  and  my  ftate  is  brav'd 
Ev'n  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  pow'rs ^ 
Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleftily  land. 
This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 
Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns. 
Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Hub,  Arm  you  againft  your  other  enemies^ 
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I'll  make  a  peace  between  yoar  foul  and  ymi. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive  :  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden,  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimfbn  fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bofbm  never  entered  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderous  thought. 
And  you  have  flander^d  nature  in  ray  fom. 
Which  howfbever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind, 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  a  guiltlefs  child. 

K.  John,  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O  haftc  thee  to  the  peers. 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  pafliou  made 
Upon  thy  feature ;  for  my  rage  was  Mind, 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not,  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  lords  with  all  expedient  haftc. 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  run  more  faft.  \Roc€m%, 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 

A  Street  before  a  Prlfin, 

Enter  Arthur  an  the  Walls. 

Arth.^  I       E  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. 

A     Good  ground  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not? 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me :  if  they  did, 
This  (hip-boy's  femblance  hath  dilguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid^  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
I  f  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away; 
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As  good  to  die,  and  go^  as  die,  and  ftay.  [Leafs  down. 

Oh  me !  my  uacle's  ipirit  \s  in  thefe  ftones : 

Heav'n  take  my  foul,  and  E^glaud  keep  my  bones.  [Diss, 

Enter  I^embrokc,  SaHsbury  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmendihurj  j 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Femh.  Who  brought  that  letter  firom  the  Cardinal  ? 

Sal.  The  Count  Melm,  a  noble  lord  of  France^ 
\  Whofe  Private  with  me  of  th^  Dauph'm's  love. 
Is  much  more  gen'ral  than  thele  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days  journey,  lords,  or  ere  we  meet. 

Enter  Bafiari. 

Baft.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  diftemper'd  lords  j 
The  King  by  me  requefts  your  prefence  ftrait. 

Sal.  The  King  hath  difpofleft  himfelf  of  us  j 
We  will  not  line  his  thin,  beftained  clokc 
With  our  pure  honours :  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where-e'er  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  Co :  we  know  the  worft. 

Bajl.  What  e'er  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were  beft. 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafbn  now. 

Baft.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief. 
Therefore  'twere  reafon  you  had  manners  now. 

Pemb.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Baft.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  its  niafter,  no  man  die. 

Sal,  This  is  theprifon:  what  is  he  lyes  her^f     [Seeing  Arth. 

Pemb.  Oh  death,  made  proud  with  puare  and  princely  beauty ! 

The 

f  (i.  e.)  IVhofe  private  account  of  the  Dauphin';  affe£lion  to  our  caufe  is  much  more 
ample  than  the  letters. 
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The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

SaL  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Bigot,  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  the  grave. 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  have  you  beheld, 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think. 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee. 
What  you  do  fee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  object. 
Form  fuch  another  ?  'tis  the  very  top. 
The  heighth,  the  creft,  or  creft  unto  the  creft 
Of  murder's  arms ;  this  is  the  bloodied  fhame. 
The  wildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  ftroak, 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath  or  ftaring  rage 
Prefented  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pemb.  All  murders  paft  do  ftand  excus'd  in  this 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  lb  unmatchable. 
Shall  give  a  holinels,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  ^  fins  of  Time ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-fhed  but  a  jeft, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  fped:acle. 

Baft.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work. 
The  gracelefs  ad:ion  of  a  heavy  hand. 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  enlue. 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Huberfs  hand. 
The  practice,  and  the  purpofe  of  the  King : 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow! 
Never  to  tafte  the  pieafiires  of  the  world, 

Never 

a  /in  of  'Times. 
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Never  to  be  infeded  with  delight. 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs, 
'Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  v/orfhip  of  revenge. 

Pemb.  Bigot,  Our  fouls  religioufly  confirm  thy  words. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Huh.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hade,  in  feeking  you ; 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

SaU  Oh  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death  j 
Avant  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone. 

Huh,  I  am  no  villain. 

SaL  Muft  I  rob  the  law  ?  [Draw'mg  hh  Sword, 

Baft,  Your  fword  is  bright,  Sir,  put  it  up  again. 

Sal,  Not  till  I  fheath  it  in  a  murderer's  skin. 

Huh,  Stand  back,  lord  Salisbury^  ftand  back,  I  fay, 
By  heav'n  I  think  my  fword's  as  fharp  as  yours. 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  your  felf. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  j 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

B'tgot,  Out  dunghil,  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  nobleman  ? 

Huh.  Not  for  my  life but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  againft  an  Emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murd'rer. 

Huh.  Do  not  prove  me  fo  ^ 
Yet,  I  am  none.    Whofe  tongue  foe'er  fpeaks  falfe. 
Not  truly  fpeaks ;  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lyes. 

Pemh.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Bafl.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  fhall  gaul  you,  Faulconhr'tdge . 

Vol.  III.  *  A  a  Bafi. 
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Baft.  Thou  wert  better  ganl  'die  devil,  S'affshery, 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fplecn  to  do  me  fhame, 
ril  ftrike  thee  dead.   Put  up  thy  IVord  betime, 
Or  I'll  fo  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-iron, 
That  you  (hall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Biigot.  What  will  you  do,  renowned  Fatilconhr'tdgel 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  > 

Huh.  Lord  Blgot^  I  am  none,  * 

Btgot.  Who  kill'd  this  Prince 

Huh,  'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  well  : 
I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs. 

SaL  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes. 
For  villany  is  not  without  luch  rheume ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  pf  remorfe  and  innocence. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaughter-houfe. 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  fin. 

Btgot.  Away  toward  Bur^^  to  the  Dauph'm  there. 

Femh.  There  tell  the  King  he  may  enquire  us  out. 

[Exeunt  Lofds^ 

SCENE  VII. 

Baft.  Here's  a  good  world    knew  you  of  this  fair  work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 
Of  mercy,  (if  thou  didft  this  deed  of  death) 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Huhert. 

Huh.  Do  but  hear  me,  Sir. 

Baft.  Ha?  I'll  tell  thee  what, 
Thou'rt  damn'd  fo  black-  nay  nothing  is  fo  black  ,• 

Thou 
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Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Luetfer, 

There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 

As  thou  (halt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul  — 

Bafi.  If  thou  didft  but  confent 
To  this  moft  cruel  ad,  do  but  defpair  j 
And  if  thou  want'ft  a  cord,  the  fmalleft  thread 
That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 
Will  ftrangle  thee ;  a  rufh  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on :  or  would'ft  thou  drown  thy  felf, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  (poon. 
And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 
Enough  to  ftifle  luch  a  villain  up. 
I  do  (ufped  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub.  Ifl  inad,  confent,  or  fin  of  thought. 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay. 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me. 
I  left:  him  well. 

Bafi.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms.  " 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  England  u'^y 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty? 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heav'n,  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th'  teeth 
The  un-owed  intereft  of  proud-fwelling  ftate. 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  majefty. 
Doth  dogged  war  briftle  his  angry  creft. 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace. 
Now  pow'rs  from  home  and  difcontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  line :  and  vaft  confufion  waits 

A  a  2  (As 
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(As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  fick,  fall'n  beaft) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrefted  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cincture  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeft.    Bear  away  that  child, 
And  follow  me  with  fpeed  j  I'll  to  the  King  ; 
A  thoufand  bufineffes  are  brief  at  hand. 
And  heav'n  it  felf  doth  frown  upon  the  land. 


\Exemf. 


ACTV.  SCENE!. 

The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

K.     J  O  H 

g^^^  HU  S  I  have  yielded  up  into  your  hand 


[Giving  the  Crown. 


The  circle  of  my  glory. 

Pand.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope 
^    Your  Soveraign  greatnefs  and  authority. 
K.  John,  Now  keep  your  holy  word    go  meet  the  French, 
And  from  his  holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  ftop  their  marches  'fore  we  are  enflam*d. 
Our  difcontented  counties  do  revolt. 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience, 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul 
To  ftranger-blood,  to  foreign  royalty  • 
This  inundation  of  diftemper'd  humour 
Refts  by  you  only  to  be  qualify'd. 
Then  paufe  not  j  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick, 
That  prefent  med'cine  muft  be  miniftred 


Or 


^center. 
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Or  overthrow  incurably  infues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempeft  up, 
Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  (hall  hufh  again  this  ftorm  of  war. 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluft'ring  land* 
On  this  ^fcenfion-day  remember  well, 
Vpon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 

Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [Exit, 

K.  John.  Is  this  A/cenfton-day7  did  not  the  prophet 
Say,  that  before  Afcenjton-day  at  noon 
My  crown  I  fhould  give  off?  even  fb  I  have  : 
I  did  fuppofe  it  fhould  be  on  conftraint, 
But,  heav'n  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Bafiard. 

Baji,  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  out 
But  Dover-Cajile :  London  hath  receiv'd 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauph'm  and  his  powers. 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy  5 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John,  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Baji,  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  flreets. 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel,  life. 
By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 

K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Bafl.  So  on  my  foul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  ad,  as  you  have  been  in  thought : 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diflruil: 

Govern 
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Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye ; 

Be  ftirring  as  the  time^  be  fire  with  fire; 

Threaten  the  threatner,  and  ont-face  the  brow 

Of  bragging  horror :  fo  (hall  inferior  eyes. 

That  borrow  their  behaviours  firom  the  great, 

Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 

The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refblution. 

Away,  and  gUfter  Hke  the  God  of  war 

When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field ; 

Shew  boldneis  and  afpiring  confidence. 

What,  fliall  they  feek  the  Lion  in  his  den, 

And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 

Oh  let  it  not  be  faid !  Forage,  and  run 

To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors. 

And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  fb  nigh. 

K.  JoIm.  The  legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmiis  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphm. 

Bafl.  Oh  inglorious  league! 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  land 
Send  fair-play-orders,  at>d  make  compromife, 
Infinuation,  parly,  and  bafe  truce. 
To  arms  invafive  ?  fhall  a  beardlefs  boy, 
A  cockred,  filken,  wanton,  brave  our  fields, 
And  flefh  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil. 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idely  fpread. 
And  find  no  check  ?  let  us,  my  Liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance  the  Cardinal  can't  make  your  peace,- 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpole  of  defence. 

K.  John,  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time. 
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Baft.  Away  then,  with  good  courage    yet  I  know 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

The  Dauphin's  Camp. 

Enter^   m  armSy  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pembroke, 

Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 
Lewh.'^K  KX  lord  Melun ^  let  this  be  copied  out, 

JLVX   And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance : 
Return  the  prefident  to  theie  lords  again, 
That  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we  perufing  o'er  thefe  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facrament. 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin^  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  un-urg'd  faith 
To  your  proceedings  ^  yet  believe  me,  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fiich  a  fore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plaifter  by  contemn'd  revolt. 
And  heal  th'  invet'rate  canker  of  one  wound. 
By  making  many.  Oh  it  grieves  my  foul. 
That  I  muft  draw  this  metal  fi'om  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow-maker :  oh,  and  there 
Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence. 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salhbury. 
But  fiich  is  the  infection  of  the  time. 
That  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  right. 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 
Of  ftern  injuftice,  and  confufed  wrong. 
And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  friends  ? 
That  we,  the  fbns  and  children  of  this  ifle. 

Were 
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Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this. 

Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  ftranger,  march 

Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 

Her  enemies  ranks  ?  I  mufl:  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  fpot,  for  this  enforced  caufe. 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote. 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here! 

What  here  ?  O  nation,  that  thou  could'ft  remove 

That  Neptune\  arms  who  clippeth  thee  about. 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf. 

And  ^  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  fhore! 

Where  thefe  two  chriftian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Lewis.  A  noble  temper  dofl:  thou  fhew  in  this. 
And  great  affedion  wreftling  in  thy  bofom 
Doth  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
Oh  what  a  noble  combat  haft  thou  fought. 
Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpedt! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  filverly  doth  progrels  on  thy  cheeks. 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears. 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation  : 
But  this  efFufion  of  fuch  manly  drops. 
This  fhow'r  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd, 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  heav'n 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 
.Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Sahsbury^ 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorm. 
Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby-eyes 
That  never  faw  the  giant-world  enrag'd 
Nor  met  with  fortune,  other  than  at  feafts. 


*  cripple. 
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Full-warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  goflfipping. 
Come,  come,  for  thou  (halt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity 
As  Lewis  himfelf  ^  lb,  nobles,  fhall  you  all. 
That  knit  your  finews  to  the  llrength  of  mine. 

S  C  £  N  E  III. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

And  even  there  methinks  an  angel  fpake. 
Look  where  the  holy  legato  comes  apace. 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
And  on  our  actions  fet  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France/ 
The  next  is  this :  King  J&hn  hath  reconcil'd 
Himfelf  to  Rome    his  fpirit  is  come  in, 
That  fb  flood  out  againft  the  holy  church. 
That  great  metropolis  and  fee  of  Rome. 
Therefore  thy  threatning  colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  war  ^ 
That  like  a  Lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fliew. 

Lewis.  Your  grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back : 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  controul. 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  inftrument 
To  any  foveraign  flate  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firft  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  war. 
Between  this  chaflis'd  kingdom  and  my  felf, 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire. 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
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With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  ie. 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 

Acquainted  me  with  int'reft  to  this  land. 

Yea  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart  : 

And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 

His  peace  with  Rome  7  what  is  that  pe^ce  to  me  ? 

I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed. 

After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine: 

And  now  it  is  half  conquer'd,  muft  I  back, 

Becaufe  that  Johi  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome? 

Am  I  Rome's  flave  ?  what  penny  hath  Rome  born. 

What  men  provided?  what  monition  fent. 

To  under-prop  this  a6tion  ?  is't  noc  I 

That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  elfe  but  I, 

And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable. 

Sweat  in  this  bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  war  ? 

Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iflanders  fhout  out 

y'we  le  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ? 

Have  I  not  here  the  beft  cards  for  the  game 

To  win  this  eafie  match,  plaid  for  a  crown  ? 

And  fhall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  ? 

No,  on  my  foul  it  never  (hall  be  laid. 

Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work. 

Lewis.  Outfide  or  in  fide,  I  will  noc  remrn, 
'Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war. 
And  cull'd  thefe  fiery  fpirhs  from  the  world 
To  outlook  conqueft,  and  to  win  renown 

Ev'n  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  deaith.        \7rumf€t  fixmds*. 
What  lufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fiimman  us  ? 
• 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Baftard, 

Bafl,  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world, 
Let  me  have  audience :  I  am  (ent  to  fpeak  : 
My  holy  lord  of  Milam,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  ? 
And  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphm  is  too  wilful,  oppofite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties : 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

B<ifi.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd. 
The  youth  fays  well.    Now  hear  our  Englljh  King, 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me : 
He  is  prepar'd,  and  reafon  too  he  fhould. 
This  apifli  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  harnels'd  mask,  and  unadvifed  revel. 
This  unhear'd  fawcinefs  and  boyifh  troops, 
The  King  doth  frnile  at;  and  is  well-prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfifh  war,  thcfe  pigmy  arms. 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand  which  had  the  ftrength,  ev*n  at  your  door 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch. 
To  dive  like  buckets  in  concealed  w^lls^ 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  Arable  planks, 
To  lye  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chefts  and  trunks, 
To  herd  with  fwine,  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  vaults  and  prifbns,  and  to  thrill  and  {hake 
Ev'n  at  the  crying  of  our  nation's  Crow, 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englijh  man ; 

B  b  2  Shall 
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shall  that  vidrorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 

That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 

No  j  know  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms. 

And  like  an  Eagle  o'er  his  Aiery  tow'rs, 

To  fbufe  annoiance  that  comes  near  his  neft. 

And  you  degen'rate,  you  ingrate  revolters, 

You  bloody  Nero's,  ripping  up  the  womb 

Of  your  dear  mother-&^/<^W,  blufh  for  fliame. 

For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 

Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums : 

Their  thimbles  into  armed  gantlets  change. 

Needles  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 

To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lewis,  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace, 

We  grant  thou  canfl:  out-fcold  us  ^  fare  thee  well  : 

We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  (pent 
With  fuch  a  babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 
Baji,  No,  I  will  fpeak. 
Lewis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  int'reft,  and  our  being  here. 

Baft.  Indeed  your  drums  being  beaten,  will  cry  out ; 
And  fo  fhall  you,  being  beaten ;  do  but  ftart 
An  eccho  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  ev'n  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd. 
That  fhall  reverb'rate  all  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fliall 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder.    For  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  legate  here. 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  /port  than  need) 
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Is  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whole  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Lewis.  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Bafl.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin^   do  not  doubt. 

\Exeunt^ 

SCENE  V. 

The  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarms.    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.'T  T  O  W  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh  tell  me,  Hubert. 

XjL     Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  ^  how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 
K.  John.  This  feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long. 
Lyes  heavy  on  me:  oh,  my  heart  is  fick! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,  Faulconbr'idge, 
Defires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  field, 
And  fend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John.  Tell  him,  tow'rd  Sw'mjied,  to  the  Abby  there. 

Mef.  Be  of  good  comfort :  for  the  great  fupply 
That  was  expe(5led  by  the  Dauphin  here. 
Arc  wrack'd  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  fands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  hut  ev'n  now, 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me !  this  tyrant  feaver  burns  me  up. 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  tow'rd  Sw'mfied-^  to  my  litter  ftrait, 
Weaknefs  poflelTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt. 

• 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 

Eft^r  Salisbury,  Pembroke  a^id  Bigot. 

Sal.X  Did  not  think  the  King  To  ftor'd  with  friends. 

X     Pemb.  Up  once  again ;  put  fpirit  in  the  French  : 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sal,  That  mif-begotten  devil,  Faulconhr'tdge ^ 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pemb.  They  fay,  King  John  fore  fick  hath  left  the  field. 

Enter  Melun  wounded. 

Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 
Sal,  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names. 
Pemb,  It  is  the  Count  Melun, 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun,  Fly,  noble  Engl'ijhj  you  are  bought  and  fold ; 

Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 

And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  faith. 

Seek  out  King  John^  and  fall  before  his  feet : 

For  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day, 

He  means  to  recompence  the  pains  you  take. 

By  cutting  off  your  heads  ^  thus  hath  he  fworn. 

And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 

Upon  the  altar  at  St.  Edmondsbury^ 

Even  on  that  altar  where  we  fwore  to  vou 

Dear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

Sal,  May  this  be  poiTible !  may  this  be  true  > 
Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view  ? 

Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 

Which  bleeds  away,  ev'n  as  a  form  of  wax 

Refolveth 
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Relblveth  from  its  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? 
•    What  in  the  world  ftiould  make  me  now  deceive. 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  (hould  I  then  be  falfc,  fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 
I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  win  the.  day, 
He  is  forfworn  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  Eaft : 
But  ev'n  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  creft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun, 
Ev'n  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  fhall  expire  ; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Ev'n  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives, 
*  If  Lewis  by  your  afliftancc  win  the  day. 

Commend  me  to  one  Hubert^  with  your  King ;  . 
The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpedt  befides 
(For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Engl'iJJjman,) 
Awakes  my  confcience  to  coofcfs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  j 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul. 
With  contemplation,  and  devout  defires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  befhrew  my  foul 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  ^\^t  j 
And  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood. 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courfe, 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'er-look'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  Joh'ti. 
My  arm  (hall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence, 
For  I  do  Tee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 

Right  in  thine  eyes.  ^  Away,  my  friends,  and  fly }  [Exemt, 


SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  Tram, 

Lewis. '  I    H  E  fun  of  heav'n  methought  was  loth  to  fet ; 

-l     But  ftaid,  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blufli, 
When  th'  EngUJh  meafur'd  backward  their  own  ground 
In  faint  retire :  oh  bravely  came  we  off. 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  fhot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toil  we  bid  good  night. 
And  wound  our  ^  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it. 

F^nter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef,  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dauph'm  7 
Lewis.  Here,  what  news  ? 

Mef.  The  Count  Melun  is  (lain  ^  the  EngUJh  lords 
By  his  perfwafion  are  at  length  fall'n  off. 
And  your  fupply  which  you  have  wifh'd  fo  long 
Are  caft  away  and  funk  on  Goodwin  fands. 

Lewis.  Ah  foul  fhrewd  news.  Befhrew  thy  very  heart, 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to-night 
As  this  hath  made  me.    Who  was  he  that  faid 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers? 

Mef, 

b  away^  my  friends^  new  flighty 

And  happy  neivnefs  that  attends  old  right. 
'  tot  f  ring. 
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Mef.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 
Lewis,  Well    keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to-night, 
The  day  fliall  not  be  up  fo  Toon  as  I, 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  \Exeunt, 


SCENE  VIIL 


Enter  Bajlard  and  Hubert  feverall'y, 

• 

if/i^^.T  IT  THO's  there?  fpeak,  ho,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I  (hoot. 
V  V        Bafi.  A  friend.   What  art  thou  > 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England, 

Bafi.  And  whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

Hub,  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs, 
As'  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Bafi,  Hubert^  I  think. 

Hub,  Thou  haft  a  perfed  thought : 
I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Bafi.  Who  thou  wilt  j  and  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  may'ft  be-friend  me  fb  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets, 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance ;  thou  and  endlefs  night 
Have  done  me  fhame  j  brave  foldier  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Baft,  Come,  come  j  fans  complement,  what  news  abroad  ? 

Hub,  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night. 
To  find  you  out. 
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Bafi.  Brief  then :  and  what's  the  news  > 

Huh.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Bcifl,  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
I  am  no  woman,  Til  not  fwoon.at  it. 

Hub,  The  King  I  fear  is  poifon'd  by  a  Monk : 
I  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
T'acquaint  you  with  this  evil    that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fiidden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Bajl.  How  did  he  take  it?  who  did  tafte  to  him.> 

Hub.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you,  a  re(blved  villain, 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out;  the  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradvcnture  may  recover. 

Bafi,  Who  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefty? 

Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  lords  are  all  eome  back. 
And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company. 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardoned  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty. 

Bafi.  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heay'n  \ 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 
I'll  tell  thee  Hubert,  half  my  pow'rs  this  night 
Pairing  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 
Thefe  L'mcoln  wafhcs  have  devoured  them 
My  felf,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  elcap'd. 
Away  before  :  condud  me  to  the  King, 

I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  e^er  I  come.  [Exeunf, 
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SCENE  IX. 

Chan^T  tv  Swrnftcd. 

Enter  Pr'mve  Henrys,  Salisbury  and  Bigot, 

Henry. "TT  is  too  kte,  the  life  of     his  hlmd 

A  Is  touched'  corraptpbly ;  and  hk  pure  b*aia, 
Which  fome  fuppofe  the  ^Vs^  fraai  dwelKng  h©ufe. 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments^  that  k  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pemb.  His  Highnefs  yet  doth  %eak^  aiad  holds  belief 
That  being  brought  inta  th&  open  air^ 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quaHty 
Of  that  fell  poifon  which  afi^ileth  htni. 

Henry.  Let  him  be  broaighjt  into  the  orchard  hei?ej 
Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 

Pemb,  He  is,  niore  patieat 
Than  when  you  left  him  ^  even  now  he  fimg. 

Henry.  Oh  vanity  of  ficknefs!  fierce  extreamSr 
In  their  continuance  will  nofi  &el  themfelves>, 
Death  having  preyed  upon  the  outward  pants 
*^  Leaves  them;  invifible  his  fiege  is  nowy^  jy;. 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  ftrange  fenstaiiesv 
Which  in  their  throng  and  pieiS  to  that  1^  held. 
Confound  themfelves.  'Tis^  flmange  that  death  flao^uld  fir>g,: 
I  am  the  Cygnet  to  this  pale,  faint  Swan 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hynxn  to  his  own  death. 
And  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty  fings 

C  c  1  His 

•*  Leaves  them  inviJihJe^  and  his  fege  is  now. 
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His  (bul  and  body  to  their  lading  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince,  for  you  are  born 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  Indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 

Kmg  John  hrou^t  w, 

K.  John,  Ay  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room  ,• 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  lummer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  duft  : 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  fhrink  up. 

Henry.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd,  ilPfate!  dead,  forfook,  caft  off. 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  bofbm :  nor  intreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.    I  ask  not  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  fo  ftrait 
And  fo  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

Henry.  Oh  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears, 
That  might  relieve  you. 

K.  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  hell,  and  there  the  poifbn 
Is  as  a  fiend,  confin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable,  condemned  blood. 

SCENE 


King  John. 
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S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Enter  Bafiard, 

Baft,  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K.  John,  Oh  coufin,  thou  art  come  to  (et  mine  eye : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crackt  and  burnt, 
And  all  the  fhrouds  wherewith  my  life  fhou'd  fail 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  ftring  to  ftay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft,  is  but  a  clod. 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Baft,  The  Daupbm  is  preparing  hitherward, 
Where  heav'n  he  knows  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 
For,  in  a  night,  the  befl:  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 
Were  in  the  waflies  all,  unwarily. 

Devoured  by  the  unexped:ed  flood.  [The  Kmgdies, 

Sal,  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear : 

My  Liege !  my  lord  !  but  now  a  King  now  thus. 

Henr'y.  Ev'n  fb  muft  I  run  on,  and  ev'n  fb  flop. 
Bafi.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 

To  do  the  office  for  thee,  of  revenge: 

And  then  my  foul  fhall  wait  on  thee  to  heav'n. 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  flill. 

Now,  now  you  flats,  that  move  in  your  bright  fpheres, 

Where  be  your  pow'rs  ?  fhew  now  your  mended  faiths. 

And 

*  and  ev'n  fo  Hop. 

What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay, 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  clay  ? 
Bajt.  Art  thou  gone  fo?  
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And  inftantly  return  with  me  again. 
To  pufli  deftrudion  and  perpetual  fhame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land : 
Strait  let  us  feek,  or  ftrait  we  fliall  be  fought  j 
The  Dauph'm  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal,  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fa  much  as  we: 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reflr, 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  jycmphm^ 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace. 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpedt  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  wai*. 

Baji,  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Our  felves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already^ 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatch*d 
To  the  fea-fide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarre! 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal : 
With  whom  your  felf,  my  felf^  and  other  lords. 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  conlummate  this  bufinefs  happily.. 

Baft.  Let  it  be  fo  ^  and  you,  my  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funerah 

Henry.  At  PVorceJter  muft  his  body  be  interred. 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

Baft.  Thither  fhall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  lelf  put  on 
The  lineal  ftate,  and  glory  of  the  land : 
To  whom  with  all  fubmiflRon  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices. 
And  true  fubjedion  everlaftingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  wc  make. 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 
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Hen,  I  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  you  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Bafi,  Oh  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  before-hand  with  our  griefs. 
This  England  never  did,  and  never  fhall 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  it  felf 
Now  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms  \ 
And  we  fhall  fhock  them.    Nought  fhall  make  us  rue. 
If  England  to  it  felf  do  refl  but  true.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACTL    SCENE  I. 

The  COURT, 

Enter  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  whh  other  Nobles 

and  Attendants, 

King  Richard. 

L  D  John  of  Gaunt ^  time-honour'd  Lancafiery 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  bond. 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  Ton, 
Here  to  make  good  the  boift'rous  late  appeal. 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  7 
Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him, 
If  he  t  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice, 

M  2  Or 

•\  Appeal,  or  call^  demand^  challenge^  from  apelJo, 
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Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubjed  fhould, 

On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument. 
On  fome  apparent  danger  feen  in  him 
Aim'd  at  your  highnefs  ^  no  invet'rate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence ;  face  to  face^ 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  our  felves  will  hear 
Th'  accufer,  and  th'  accufed  freely  Ipeak : 
High-ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
la  rage,  deaf  as  the  fea    hafty  as  fire. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray. 

Bol'mg.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  foveraign,  my  moft  loving  liege. 

Mowh.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefi 
Until  the  heavens  envying  earth's,  good  hap, 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown. 

K.  Rkh.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  ^ 
Namely  t'  appeal  each  other  of  high  treafbn. 
Coufin  of  Hereford^  what  doft  thou  obje<5t 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  7 

Bol'mg.  Firft,  Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech. 
In  the  devotion  of  a  liibjed's  love, 
Tend'ring  the  precious  lafety  of  my  Prince^, 
And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  hate. 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well  ^  for  what  I  ipeafc, 
My  body  fliall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
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Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heav'n. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mircreant.  * 

Mowh.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal 
'Tis  not  the  tryal  of  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  j 
The  blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  (iich  tame  patience  boaft. 
As  to  be  hufht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
Firft  the  fair  rev'rence  of  your  highnefs  curbs  me 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech, 
Which  elfe  would  poft,  until  it  had  return'd 
Thefe  terms  of  treafbn  ^  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  royalty. 
Let  him  but  be  no  kinfman  to  my  liege. 
And  I  defie  him,  and  I  Ipit  at  him. 
Call  him  a  flanderous  coward,  and  a  villain ; 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds. 
And  meet  him,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  AlpSy 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable. 
Where  ^  never  Engl'tjhman  durft  let  his  foot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty. 
By  all  my  hopes  moft  falfly  doth  he  lie. 

Bol'wg.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 

And 

*  a  mifcreant. 

Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad'  to  live. 

Since  the  more  fair  and  cryftal  is  the  sky. 

The  uglier  feem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly  j 

Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note, 

With  a  foul  traitor's  name  ilufF  I  thy  throat. 

And  wifh,  fo  pleafe  my  foveraign,  ere  I  move, 

What  my  tongue  fpeaks,  my  right  drawn  fword  may  prove. 

Mowh.  Let  not  t^c. 
*  doubly,  Where-Slier, 
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And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
(Which  fear,  not  rev'rence,  makes  thee  to  except :) 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  ftoop. 
By  that,  and  all  the    rites  of  knighthood  elfe. 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  fpoken,  or  thou  canft  devife. 

Mowh. .  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  fword  I  fwear. 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  ftioulder, 
I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  tryal ; 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight. 

K.  Rich,  What  doth  our  coufin  lay  to  Mowhrafs  charge 
It  muft  be  orreat  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Bolmg,  Look  what  I  faid,  my  life  (hall  prove  it  true, 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highnefs'  foldiers. 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  kwd  imployments  i 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 
Befides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  battel  prove. 
Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge 
That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  EngUJh  eye ; 
That  all  the  treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land. 
Fetch  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  fir  ft  head  and  fpring. 
Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain. 
That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gloucefier's  death, 
Suggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries. 
And  confequently,  like  a  traitor-coward, 
Sluc'd  out  his  inn'cent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood 
Wliicli  blood,  like  facrificing  Abeh,  cries 
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Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth, 
To  me,  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement. 
And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent, 
This  arm  fhall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rkh.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  (bars  ? 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Mowh,  O  let  my  Ibveraign  turn  away  his  face. 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
'Till  I  have  told  this  '^fland'rer  of  his  blood, 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich,  Mowbray y  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  our  kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  fbn 
Now  by  my  foepter's  awe,  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour- nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  priv'lege  him,  nor  partiaHze 
Th'unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foul. 
He  is  our  fubje6t,  Mowbray y  fb  art  thou. 
Free  fpeech  and  fearlefs  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mowb.  Then  Bol'mgbrokey  as  low  as  to  thy  heart 
Through  the  falfe  paffage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft  ? 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais^ 
Disburft  I  to  his  highnefs'  fbldiersj 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent, 
For  that  my  Ibveraign  liege  was  in  my  debt. 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account. 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen. 
Now  fwallow  down  that  lie.    For  Glome fter's  death, 
I  flew  him  not,  but  to  mine  own  difgrace, 
Neglected  my  fworn  duty  in  that  cafe. 
For  yoB,  my  noble  lord  of  Lane  aft  ery 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  I  did  lay  an  ambufli  for  your  life, 
A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul  j 

^  Slander, 
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But  ere  I  laft  receiv'd  the  facraiijent, 

I  did  confels  it,  and  exa<^ly  begg'd 

Your  grace's  pardon  ,•  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault ;  as  for  the  reft  appeal'd, 

It  ilTues  from  the  rancor  of  a  villain, 

A  recreant  and  moft  degen'rate  traitor : 

Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend. 

And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot. 

To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  gentleman. 

Even  in  the  beft  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bofbm. 

In  hafte  whereof  moft  heartily  I  pray 

Your  highnefs  to  aflign  our  tryal-day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  me ; 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood :  * 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun. 
We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  you  your  fon. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  ftiall  become  my  age  5 
Throw  down,  my  fon,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Rkh,  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When,  Harry,  when? 
Obedience  bids,  I  ftiould  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rkh.  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid;  there  is  i)io  toot, 

Mowh.  My  felf  I  throw,  dread  foveraign,  at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  ftialt  command,  biit  not  my  fh^e. 
The  one  my  duty  owes  ^  but  my  fair  name, 
T)efpight  of  death  that  lives  upon  my  grave. 
To  dark  diflionour's  ufe  thou  fhalt  not  have.  I 

*  without  letting  blood ; 

This  Ave  prefcribe  though  no  phyHcian,  "f" 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion  : 
Forget,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed. 
Our  do£tors  fay,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed. 
Good  uncle,  (^c. 

\  I  mujl  make  one  remark  in  general  on  the  Rhymes  throughout  this  ivhole  Play ;  they  are  fo  much  • 
inferior  to  the  reft  of  the  writings  that  they  appear  to  me  of  a  different  hand.   What  confirms  thisy  is 
that  the  context  does  every  where  exadly  {and  frequently  much  better)  conned,  without  the  inferted 
Rhymes;  except  in  a  very  few  places;  andjufl  there  too,  the  rhymingverfes  are  of  a  much  better  tafie 
than  all  the  others,  which  rather  flrengthens  my  conjedure. 
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I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffled  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul,  with  flander's  venom'd  fpear : 
The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poifbn. 

K.  Rkh.  Rage  muft  be  withftood : 
Give  me  his  gage :  Lions  make  Leopards  tame. 

Mowb.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots :  take  but  my  fliame. 
And  I  refign  my  gage.    My  dear,  dear  lord, 
The  pureft  treafiire  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  {potlels  reputation ;  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times  barr'd  up  cheft. 
Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try, 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Ktch.  Coufin,  throw  down  your  gage  ,•  do  you  begin. 

Bol'mg,  Oh  heav'n  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin. 
Shall  I  feem  creft-fall'n  in  my  father's  fight. 
Or  with  pale  ^  beggar  face  impeach  my  height. 
Before  this  out-dar'd  Maftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  honour  with  fiich  feeble  wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bale  a  parle,  my  teeth  fliall  tear 
The  flavifli  motive  of  recanting  fear. 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace. 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exh  Gaunt. 

K.  Rkh.  We  were  not  born  to  fiie,  but  to  command. 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends. 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  fhall  anfwer  it, 
At  Coventry^  upon  Saint  Lambert's  day. 

Vol.  III.  N  There 

*  beggar' d  fear,         ^  haflard. 
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There  fhall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  (welling  difference  of  your  fettled  hate : 
Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  fliall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  vigor's  chivalry. 
Lord  Marfhal,  ^bid  our  officers  at  arms 

Be  ready  to  dired  thefe  home-alarms.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gaunt  and  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefter. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Glo'fier's  blood. 
Doth  more  follicit  me  than  your  exclaims. 
To  ftir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  iince  corre(^ion  lycth  in  thofe  hands. 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  corre^. 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heav'n 
Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders  heads. 

Dutch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  fliarper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward's  fev'n  fbns,  whereof  thy  fclf  art  one. 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  of  his  facred  blood ; 
Or  fev'n  fair  branches  fpringing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  thofe  fev'n  are  dry'd  by  nature's  courfe 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  defl'nies  cut  : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glo'ftery 
(One  vial  full  of  Edward's  facred  blood. 
One  l?ourifhing  branch  of  his  moll  royal  root) 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  fiimmer  leaves  all  faded. 
By  eovy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe! 

Ah 

*  command. 
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Ah  Gaunt  /  his  blood  was  thine ;  that  bed,  that  womb. 

That  metal,  that  felf-mould  that  fafhion'd  thee. 

Made  him  a  man    and  though  thou  Hv'fl:  and  breath'ft. 

Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him ;  thou  doft  confent 

In  fome  large  mcafiire  to  thy  father's  death  ,* 

In  that  thou  feed  thy  wretched  brother  die. 

Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 

Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunty  it  is  defpair. 

In  fufF'ring  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd, 

Thou  (hew'fl  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life. 

Teaching  ftern  murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 

That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  patience. 

Is  pale  cold  cowardife  in  noble  breads. 

What  {hall  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life. 

The  beft  way  is  to  'venge  my  Glo'ftet^s  death. 

Gaunt,  God's  is  the  quarrel  j  for  God's  fubftitute. 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  ^i^t. 
Hath  caus'd  Kis  death  ,•  the  which  if  wrongfully. 
Let  God  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Dutch,  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  my  felf  ? 

Gaunt.  To  heav'n,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 

Dutch.  Why  then  I  will :  farewel,  old  Gaunt  farewel. 
Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry y  there  to  behold 
Our  coufin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 
O  fit  my  husband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  Ipear, 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breaft ! 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  career. 
Be  Mowbray*s  fins  fb  heavy  in  his  bofbm. 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courfer's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  cay  tiff  recreant  to  my  coufin  Hereford/ 

N  2  Farewel, 
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Farewel,  old  Gamt    thy  f  fometime  brother^s  wife 
With  her  companion  grief,  muft  end  her  Hfe. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  farewel    I  muft  to  Coventry. 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more  j  grief  boundeth  where  it  falls. 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun ; 
For  forrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  ^  Edmund  TorL  - 

Lo,  this  is  all  nay  yet  depart  not  fo. 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go : 

I  ftiall  remember  more.    Bid  him — oh,  what? 

With  all  good  Ipeed  at  Plajh'ie  vifit  me. 

Alack,  and  what  ftiall  good  old  Tork  fee  there 

But  empty  lodgings,  and  uniurnifti'd  walls,, 

Un-peopled  offices,  untrodden  ftones  f 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 

Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 

To  feek  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where ; 

All  defolate,  will  I  from  hence,  and  die ; 

The  laft  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Lijis,  at  Coventry. 

Enter  the  Lord  Marfhal  and  the  Duke  Aumerle. 

Mar.  "\  /T  Y  lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd? 

i^Vx    Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in> 
Mar,  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  fprightfuUy  and  bold,. 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  th'  Appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum. 

■\  fomstimey  for  formerly,  ^  Edward.: 
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Aum.  Why  then  the  champions  are  prepar'd,  and  flay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefty's  approach.  \Floimftit^ 

The  trumpets  founds  and  the  King  enters  w  'tth  his  nobles :  when 
they  are  fet^  Enter  the  Duke     Norfolk  m  arms  defendant.. 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms ; 
Ask  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  Avear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe* 

Mar.  In  God's  name  and  the  King's,,  fay  who  thou  art  ? 

[7i>  Mowb... 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms  ? 
Againft  what  man  thou  com'ft,  and  what  thy  quarrel  ?: 
Speak  truly  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath,. 
And  fb  defend  thee  heaven ^  and  thy  valour!' 

Mowb.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk^ , 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which  heav'n  forbid  a  knight  fliould  violates^^ 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  liicceeding  ilTue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  that  appeals  mc,- 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, , 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  felf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me ; 
And  as  L truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n! 

The  trumpets  found.    Enter  Bolingbroke  appellant^  in  armour » . 

1^.  Rich.  Marfhal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms, . 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why-  he  cometh  hither. 
Thus  '  plated  in  habiUments  of  war : 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
Depofe  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com'ft  thou  hither. : 

BeforeL 

'  placed. 
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Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts?  [To  Doling, 

Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heav'n? 

Boling,  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter  and  Derby 
;Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heav'n's  grace  and  my  body's  valour. 
In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dangerous. 
To  God  of  heav'n,  King  Rtchard,  and  to  me  ; 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  \ 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  per/on  be  fo  bold. 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts, 
Except  the  Marftial,  and  fiich  officers 
Appointed  to  dired  thefe  fair  defigns. 

Bol'mg,  Lord  Marftial,  let  me  kifs  my  fbveraign's  hand. 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty : 
For  Mowbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  ,• 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave 
And  loving  farewel  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  Th'  Appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  highnels, 

\To  K.  Rich. 

And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Kich.  We  will  delcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right. 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight; 
Farewel,  my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  ftied. 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Boimg.  Oh  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  fpear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Of 

i 
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of  you,  my  noble  Coufin,  lord  Aumerle,  * 

Oh  thou !  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood,  \To  Gaunt. . 

Whofe  youthful  Ipirit,  in  me  regenerate, 

Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 

To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head. 

Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers 

And  with  thy  bleflings  fteel  my  lance*s  point. 

That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 

And  ^  furbifh  new  the  name  of  John  a  Gaunt 

Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  j(bn. 

Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  prolperous^, 
Be  (wift  like  lightning  in  the  execution, 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled  on. 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cask 
Of  thy  ^  adverfe  pernicious  enemy. 
Rouzc  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  ^  brave  and  live. 

Bol'mg,  °  Mine  innocence,  God  and  St.  George  to  thrive ! 

Mowh.  However  heav'n  or  fortune  caft  my  lot. 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  juft  and  upright  gentleman : 
Never  did  °  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroul'd  enfranchifement. 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  battel,  with  mine  adverfary. 
Moft  mighty  Liege,  and  my  companion  peers. 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wifti  of  happy  years  5 

As 

*  Lord  jiumerle : 

Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death. 

But  lufly,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath. 

Lo,  as  at  Englijh  feafts,  fo  I  regi-eet 

The  daintieft,  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet : 

Oh  thou  

^furnijh.  ^amaz'd.  ^valiant. 

»  Mine  innocence  and  St.  George  to  thrive,  ^  captain. 
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As  gentle  and  as  jocund^  as  to  jeft-. 

Go  I  to  fight :  truth  hath  a  quiet  bread. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  lord,  fecurely  I  efpy 

AT'irtue  with  valour,  couched  in  thine  eye. 

Order  the  tryal,  Marfhal,  and  begin. 

Mar»  Harry  of  Hereford^  Lancafter  and  Derby ^ 

Receive  thy  launce,  and  heav'n  defend  thy  right. 
Boltng.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen, 
Mar.  Go  bear  this  launce  to  Thomas  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
1  Her.  Harry      Herefordy  Lane afier  znd  Derby y 

Stands  here  for  God,  his  Ibvcraign,  and  himfelf. 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant ; 

To  prove  the  Diike  of  Norfolk^  Tloomas  Mowbray y 

A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him, 

And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

1  Her,  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray^  Duke  of  Norfolky 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 

Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 

Henry  of  Herefordy  Lancajier  and  Derby y 

To  God,  his  foveraign,  and  to  him,  difloyal : 

Courageoufly,  and  with  a  free  defire. 

Attending  but  the  fignal  to  begin.  charge  founded. 

Mar.  Sound  trumpets,  and  ^et  forward  combatants. 

- — But  (lay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their  fpears. 

And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : 

Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 

While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

\A  long  flourijh. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  fliould  not  be  foil'd 
With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  foftered 
And,  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afped: 
Of  civil  wounds  plough' d  up  with  neighbours  fwords  ; 

PAnd 
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PAnd  for  we  think,  the  eagle-winged  pride 

Of  sky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts. 

With  rival-hating  envy,  let  you  on. 

To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleep  j 

(Which  thus  rouz'd  up  with  boift'rous  untun'd  drums. 

And  harfh  refounding  trumpets  dreadful  bray. 

And  grating  fhock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peace. 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindreds  blood :) 

Therefore,  we  banifli  you  our  territories. 

You  coufin  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death, 

'Till  twice  five  liimmers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 

Shall  not  re-greet  our  fair  dominions. 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifhment. 

Bol'mg,  Your  will  be  done :  this  muft  my  comfort  be. 
That  fim  that  warms  you  here,  fhall  fliine  on  me : 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  lent. 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banifliment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom. 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 
The  fly-flow  hours  fliall  not  determinate 
The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  exile : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return. 
Breathe  I  againfl:  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mowb.  A  heavy  fentence,  my  mofl:  foveraign  Liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  highnefs'  mouth : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fb  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  caft:  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  deferved  at  your  highnefs'  hands. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years. 
My  native  Engltflj,  now  I  mufl:  forgo  • 
And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 

Vol.  hi.  O  Than 

P  I'hefe  five  verfes  are  omitted  in  the  other  edit  ions  ^  and  reftofd  from  the  fir  ft  ^  of  ifpS. 
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Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp. 

Or  Uke  a  cunning  inftrument  cas'd  up,  ^ 

Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 

That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony.  * 

I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe. 

Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  : 

What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  death, 

Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

K.  Rkh.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaflionate ; 
After  our  fentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mowh.  Vhen  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light. 
To  dwell  in  folemn  {hades  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  Ktch.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  ye. 
Lay  on  our  royal  fword  your  banifh'd  hands ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heav'n 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  with  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifter : 
You  never  fhall,  fo  help  you  truth,  and  heav'n. 
Embrace  each  others  love  in  banifhment. 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  others  face. 
Nor  ever  write,  re-greet,  or  reconcile 
This  low'ring  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate. 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpole  meet. 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'Gainft  us,  our  ftate,  our  fiibjedis,  or  our  land. 

Bolmg.  I  fwear. 

Mowh.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 
Bolmg,  Norfolk^  lb  far,  as  to  mine  enemy : 
By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us. 

One 

*  the  harmony. 

Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  poitcuUis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips  i 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  goaler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  • 
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One  of  our  fouls  had  waadred  in  the  air, 
Banifti'd  this  frail  lepulchre  of  our  flefti, 
As  now  our  flefli  is  banifli'd  from  this  land. 
Confels  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  realm. 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  (bul. 

Mowb.  No,  Bohngbroke    if  ever  I  were  traitor. 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd  as  from  hence ; 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'n,  thou,  and  I  do  know, 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  (hall  rue. 
Farewel,  my  Liege    now  no  way  can  I  ftray. 
Save  back  to  England-,  all  the  world's  my  way.  {Exits 

s  c  E  N  E  V. 

K.  Rich,  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart  j  thy  fad  alped:. 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifli'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away    fix  frozen  winters  (pent. 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banifhment. 

Boling,  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  ? 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  fprings 
End  in  a  word  ^  fuch  is  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt,  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fliortens  four  years  of  my  Ion's  exile : 
But  little  vantage  (hall  I  reap  thereby 
For  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  Ipend, 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oyl-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bewafted  light, 
Shall  be  extindt  with  age,  and  endlefs  night : 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt,  and  done. 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon. 

O  z  ^  K,Rick 

think. 
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K.  Rkh.  Why  uncle  ?  thou  haft:  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  King,  that  thou  canft  give  ; 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canft:  with  fullen  forrow. 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lead  a  morrow: 
Thou  canft:  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 
But  flop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  death  ; 
But  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifti'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdi<5t  gave  j 
Why  at  our  juftice  feem'ft:  thou  then  to  low'r  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  taftre,  prove  in  digeftion  fbw'r : 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 
Alas,  I  look'd  when  fome  of  you  ftiould  fay, 
I  was  too  ft:rid  to  make  mine  own  away : 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felf  this  wrong. 
"^A  partial  ftander  fought  I  to  avoid. 
And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  deftroy'd. 

K.  Rkh.  Coufin,  farewel ;  and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo : 
Six  years  we  banifh  him,  and  he  ftiall  go.      [Flouri/b.]  [Exit, 

SCENE  vi. 

y^um.  Coufin,  farewel    what  prefence  muft  not  know^ 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  fhow. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I,  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  dofl:  thou  hoard  thy  words. 
That  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Doling.  1  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

When 

»        two  Urn  added  from  the  firjl  edition. 
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when  the  tongue's  office  fhould  be  prodigal. 
To  breathe  th'  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt,  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Bolmg,  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt,  What  is  fix  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gone. 

BoUng,  To  men  in  joy ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten* 

Gaunt,  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafiire. 

Bol'mg,  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fb^ 
Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage^ 

Gaunt.  The  fiillen  paffage  of  thy  weary  fteps 
Efteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home  return. 
^All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  neceflity  to  reafbn  thus : 
There  is  no  virtue  like  neceflity. 
Go  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  pur  chafe  honour. 
And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thee.     Or  fijppofe 
Devouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  air. 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  freflier  clime. 
Look  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagin  it 
To  lye  that  way  thou  go'fl:,  not  whence  thou  com'ft, 
Suppofe  the  'finging  birds,  muficians 
The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'fl:,  the  prefence  floor 
The  flow'rs  fair  ladies  j  and  thy  fl:eps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightfial  meafure  or  a  dance. 

Boling.  Oh  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feafl:  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fiiow 
By  thinking  on  fantafliick  lummer's  heat  ? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 

Gives 

^       fourteen  verfes  that  follow  are  found  in  the  fame  edition. 
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Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  woric ; 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  fon,  PU  bring  thee  on  thy  way  j 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caufe,  I  would  not  ftay, 

Bolmg.  Then  England's  ground  farewel  j  fwcet  foil  adieu. 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet. 
Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can. 

Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  true-born  Engltjhman,  [Exeunt, 


SCENE.  VII. 

Enter  Ktng  Richard,  and  Bujfhy  ©^r.  at  one  door,    and  the 

Lord  Aumerle  at  the  other. 

K.  Ktch,  We  did  indeed  obferve  Coufin  Aumerle, 

How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum,  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  fb. 
But  to  the  next  high-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K.  Ktch.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were  flied  ? 

Aum.  Faith  none  by  me    except  the  north-eaft  wind, 
(Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheume,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear, 

K.  Rkh.  What  faid  your  coufin  when  you  parted  with  him  ? 

Aum.  Farewel. 
And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreffion  of  fiich  grief. 
That  word  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  grave. 
'  But  would  the  word  farewel  have  lengthen'd  hours. 
And  added  years  to  his  ftiort  banifhment. 

He 

^  Many,  would  the  ivord  fareivelhad  
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He  fhould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewels  ,• 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich,  He  is  our  kinlman,  coufin  j  but  'tis  doubt. 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifhment. 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felf,  and  Bujh^y  Bagot  here  and  Green 
Obferv'd  his  courtftiip  to  the  common  people : 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts. 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtefie. 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaves  - 
Wooing  poor  crafts-men  with  the  craft  of "  fmiles. 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banifh  their  affections  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter* wench  j 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee, 
With  thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends  5 
As  were  our  England  in  reverfion  his. 
And  he  our  fiibject's  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  W ell,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  ft  and  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  Liege ; 
Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  Highnefs'  lofs. 

K.  Rkh,  We  will  our  felf  in  perfon  to  this  war  y 
And,  for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  court. 
And  liberal  largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light. 
We  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm. 
The  revenue  whereof  fhall  furnifli  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  5  if  they  come  fhort, 
Our  fubftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  charters : 
Whereto,  when  they  ftiall  know  what  men  are  rich. 
They  fhall  lubfcribe  them  for  large  foms  of  gold^ 

And 

*  fouls. 
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And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants : 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufhy. 

K.  Rich.  What  news? 

Bujhy,  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  fick,  my  lord, 
Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  fent  poft  hafte  , 
T'intreat  your  Majefty  to  vifit  him. 

K.  Rkh.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

BuJJo'y.  At  Ehj-houfe., 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  heav'n,  in  his  phyfician's  mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately : 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  fhall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  foldiers  for  theie  Infh  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him : 

Pray  heav'n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late.  \Exemt. 


ACT  II.    s  c  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Gaunt  fick^  with  the  Duke  <?/York. 
Gaunt. 


ILL  the  King  come,  thatl  may  breathe  my  laft 
In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftay'<l  youth  ? 
Tork.  Vex  not  your  felf,  and  ftrive  not  with 
your  breath, 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 
Gaunt,  Oh  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  'fcarce,  they're  feldom  fpent  in  vain, 
J^or  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

He 
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TorL  His  ear  is  ftopt  with  other  ^  flattering  charms. 
As  praifes  of  his  ftate ;  there  are  befide 
Lafcivious  meeters,  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften : 
Report  of  fafliions  in  proud  Italy ^ 
Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifli  nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 
So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refped:  how  vile. 
That  is  not  quickly  buz'd  into  "  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard. 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wits  regard.  * 

Gaunt,  Methinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  inlpir'd, 
And  thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him. 
His  rafti,  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft ; 
For  violent  fires  fbon  burn  out  themfelves. 
Small  ftiowers  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  fliort 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder; 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Con&ming  means,  fbon  preys  upon  it  felf. 

This 

 their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe 
More  are  mens  ends  mark'd  than  their  hves  before : 

The  fetting  fun,  and  mufick  in  the  clofe 
As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft, 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft  j 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  hear. 
My  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

York.  His  ear  

*  with  wits  regard. 

Diredt  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe  j 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe. 
Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am-  • 

*  : — flatfring  founds.^ 

As  praifes  of  his  fiate  \  then  there  are  found 
Lafci'vious  meeters^  to  whofe  venom  found^  &c. 

their.  <=  That. 
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This  royal  throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter^d  Ille, 
This  earth  of  Majefty,  this  feat  6^  Mars^ 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradife, 
This  fortrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  (elf^ 
Againft  infection,  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world. 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filvcr  fca. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happy  lands ; 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  Kings, 
Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  t)y  their  tnrch. 
Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home^ 
For  chriftian  fervice  and  true  chivalry. 
As  is  the  fepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jmy 
Of  the  world's  ranfom,  bleffed  Mary's  fon  ; 
This  land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  lani. 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 
Is  now  leas'd  out,  (I  dye  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm. 
England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 
Whofe  rocky  fhore  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  bound  in  with  flume. 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  otliers. 
Hath  made  a  fhameful  conqueft  of  it  felf. 
Ah !  would  the  fcandal  vanifli  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death ! 
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S  C     N  E  11. 

Enter  KfngKic\i'3LtAy  ^ueeny  Aumerle,  Buftiy,  Green,  Bagot, 

Rofs,  Willoughby. 

Tork,  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  his  youth ; 
For  young  hot  colts,,  ^  inrag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

^een.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancajier? 

K,Rkk  What  comfort,  man?  How  is't  with  aged  Gaunt?  * 

Gaunt,  III  in  my  lelf,  but  feeing  thee  too,^  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  leffer  than  the  land. 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  reputation  fick  ; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phyficians  that  firft  wounded  thee : 
A  thoufand  flatt'rers  fit  within  thy  crown. 
Whole  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  *  head. 

And 

♦——with  aged  Gaunt? 

Gaunt.  Oh  how  that  name  befits  my  compofition  ! 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  faftj 
And  who  abftains  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt? 
For  fleepine  England  long  time  have  I  watcht. 
Watching  breeds  leanels,  leaneft  is  all  gaunt} 
The  pleauire  that  fome  fiithera  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ftrift  faft,  I  mean  my  children's  looks. 
And  therein  fafting  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt } 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones, 

K.  Rieh.  Can  lick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names  ^ 

Gaunt.  No,  mifery  makes  fport  to  mock  it  felf  : 
Since  thou  doll  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  that  live  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  now  a  dying,,  fay'ft  thou  flatter'ft  me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  no,  thou  dy'ft,  though  I  the  llcker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill : 
111  in  my  lelf  


*  being  ra£d. 
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And  yet  in  gaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge. 

Thy  wafte  is  no  whit  leffer  than  thy  land. 

Oh  had  thy  grandfire  with  a  prophet's  eye. 

Seen  how  his  Ton's  Ton  fhould  deftroy  his  fons, 

From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fliame, 

Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  poffeft. 

Who  art  pofTeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 

Why,  coufin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world. 

It  were  a  fhame  to  let  this  land  by  leafe : 

But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  land. 

Is  it  not  more  than  fliame,  to  fliame  it  fb  ? 

Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  and  not  King  : 

Thy  ftate  of  law,  is  bondflave  to  the  law. 

And  

K.  Rkh,  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'il  with  thy  frozen  admofiition 
Make  pale  our  cheek,  chafing  the  royal  blood 
With  fliry,  from  his  native  refidence. 
Now  by  my  feat's  right  royal  Majefty,  • 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  fon. 
This  tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head. 
Should  run  thy  head  fr-om  thy  unreverent  flioulders. 
Gaunt.  Oh  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  fbn. 

For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  fbn. 

That  blood  already,  hke  the  Pelican,  . 

Haft  thou  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 

My  brother  GUfler^  plain  well-meaning  foul, 

(Whom  fair  befal  in  heav'n  'mongft  happy  fouls^ 

May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good. 

That  thou  refped'ft  not  fpilling  Edward's  blood. 

Join  with  the  prefent  ficknefs  that  I  have. 

And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age. 
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To  crop  at  once  a  too-long-wither'd  flower. 

Live  in  thy  (hame,  but  die  not  fhame  with  thee 

Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be. 

Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  grave : 

Love  they  to  Hve,  that  love  and  honour  have.  [Exit, 

K.  Rkh,  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fuUens  have  j 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

TorL  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age : 
He  loves  you  on  my  Ufe,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rkh.  Right,  you  fay  true^  as  Hereford's  love,  fo  his,- 
As  theirs,  fo  mine  ^  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North:  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  Rkh.  What  fays  old  Gaunt? 

North.  Nay  nothing,  all  is  faid : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inftrument. 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafier  hath  fpent. 

TorL  Be  Tork  the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fb 
Though  death'  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rkh.  The  ripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he^ 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be : 
So  much  for  that.    Now  for  our  Iri/h  wars  ^ 
We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  kerns,  ; 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 
And,  for  thefe  great  affairs  do  ask  fome  charge. 
Towards  our  afliftance  we  do  feize  to  us 

The 
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The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  poffefir. 

TorL  How  long  fliall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh  how  long 
"Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fufFer  wrong  ? 
Not  Glo'fier's  death,  not  Hereford's  banifliment. 
Not  Gamfs  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs  j 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolmgbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  fow'r  my  patient  cheek. 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  fbveraign's  face; 
I  am  the  lafl:  of  noble  Edward's  fons. 
Of  whom  thy  father.  Prince  of  Wales y  was  firft: 
In  war,  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce,- 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  j 
His  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fb  look'd  he, 
Accomplifh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  Frenchy 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  His  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend ;  and  Jfpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won. 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh  Rkhardy  Tork  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why  uncle,  what's  the  matter  * 

Tork.  Oh,  my  Liege,  * 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banilh'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  tine  ? 

*   my  Liege, 

Pardon  if  you  pleafe ;  if  not, 

I,  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  conte»t. 

Seek  you  to  feize,  0c, 
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Did  not  the  one  defcrve  to  have  an  heir  ? 

Is  not  his  heir  a  well-defer ving  fon  ? 

Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 

His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights. 

Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfiie  to-day, 

Be  not  thy  felf.    For  how  art  thou  a  King 

But  by  fair  fequence  and  fucceffion  ? 

If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  right. 

Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath. 

By  his  attorneys-general,  to  Cue 

His  livery,  and  deny  his  o£Fer*d  homage ; 

You  pluck  a  thovrfand  dangers  on  your  head ; 

You  lofe  a  thoufand  well-difpofed  hearts ; 

And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thole  thoughts 

Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rkh,  Think  what  you  will ;  we  feize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  mony,  and  his  lands. 

TorL  rll  not  be  by  the  while  ^  my  Liege,  farewel  : 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood. 

That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exh. 

K.  Rich,  Go  Bujhie  to  the  Earl  of  Wtkjhlre  ftrcight. 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfey 
To  fee  this  bufinefs  done :  to-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  felf, 
Our  uncle  Tork  Lord-governor  of  England: 
For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on  our  Queen,  to-morrow  mufl  we  part 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  fhort.  [Flourijh. 

\ExeurnKmgi  ^een,  &c. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Manent  Northumberland,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 

North,  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancajier  is  dead. 

Rofs,  And  living  too,  for  now  his  (on  is  Duke. 

Willo,  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 

North,  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 

Rofs.  My  heart  is  great  ^  but  it  muft  break  with  fUence, 
Ere't  be  disburthen'd  with  a  lib'ral  tongue. 

North,  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind  5  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak  more 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

W'tllo,  Tends  what  you'd  fpeak,  to  th'  Duke  of  Hereford? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  : 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlels  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North.  Now  afore  heav'n,  it's  fliame  fiich  wrongs  are  born, 
In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  many  more. 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land ; 
The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform 
Merely  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 
^Gainfl:  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Rofs.  The  commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  taxes, 
And  loft  their  hearts    the  nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

Willo.  And  daily  new  exadions  are  devis'd  j 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  I  wot  not  what : 
JBut  what  o' God's  name  doth  become  of  this? 

North. 
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North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it, '  for  warr'd  he  hath  not. 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 
That  which  his  anceftors  atchiev'd  with  blows : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

Rofs.  The  Earl  of  Wtltjh'tre  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 

Wtllo.  The  King's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  dilTolution  hangeth  over  him. 

Rofs.  He  hath  not  mony  for  thefe  Irljh  wars, 
(His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding) 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifh'd  Duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  moft  degenerate  King! 

But  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  fing, 
Yet  feek  no  ftielter  to  avoid  the  ftorm : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails. 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  perifli. 

Rofs.  We  fee  the  very  wreck  that  we  muft  fiiffer. 
And  unavoidable  the  Danger  now. 
For  fiiff 'ring  fo  the  caufes  of  our  wreck. 

North.  Not  fo :  ev'n  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  death 
I  fpy  life  peering  ^  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Wtllo.  Nay,  let  us  fliare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours. 

Rofs.  Be  confident  to  Ipeak,  Northumberland; 
We  three  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus,  my  friends.     I  have  from  Port  le  Blanc, 
A  bay  in  Bretagne,  had  intelligence. 
That  Harr'y  Hereford,  Ramald  lord  Cohham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  Archbifiiop  late  of  Canterhur^, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Ra'infion, 
Sir  John  Norher  'te,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  ^  Co  'meSy 
All  thefe  well  furnifii'd  by  the  Duke  of  Bretagne, 
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With  eight  tall  fliips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war. 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  fliore ; 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland, 
If  then  we  will  fliake  off  our  flavifli  yoak, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  broken  pawn  the  blemifh*d  crown. 
Wipe  off  the  dufl  that  hides  our  fceptcr's  gilt, 
And  make  high  Majefly  look  like  it  felf: 
Away  with  me  in  hafle  to  Ravenfpurg, 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fb. 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go, 

Rofs,  To  horfe,  to  horfe ;  urge  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 

Willo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there.  [Exeunt, 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

The  Court  of  England 

Enter  ^een,  Bufliy,  and  Bagot. 

Bujh'y.'\  ^Adam,  your  Majefly  is  much  too  fad: 

JLVJl    You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  afide  felff-harming  heavinefs, 
And  entertain  a  chearful  difpofition. 

^een.  To  pleafe  the  King,  I  did ;  to  pleafe  my  felf 
I  cannot  do  it  j  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  luch  a  guefl  as  grief. 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  guefl 
As  my  fweet  Richard',  yet  again  methinks 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 

Is 
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Is  coming  tow'rd  me ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles,  yet  at  fomething  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  King. 

Bujhy,  Each  (ubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  ftiadows. 
Which  fliew  like  grief  it  lelf,  but  are  not  fo : 
For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  objeds  j 
Like  perfped:ives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upon 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion  j  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifli  form.    So  your  fweet  Majefty 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure. 
Finds  (hapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf  to  wail. 
Which  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  fliadows 
Of  what  it  is  not ;  gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 
More  than  your  lord's  departure,  more's  not  feen : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye. 
Which  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

^een.  It  may  be  fb    but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me  otherwife :  how-e'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ,•  moft  heavy  fad.  * 

Bufhy,  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady. 

^een,  'Tis  nothing  lefs ;  conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 
From  fome  fore-father  grief ;  mine  is  not  fo,  * 
But  what  it  is,  not  known,  'tis  namelels  woe. 

*  heavy  fad. 

As  though  on  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think. 
Makes  me  with  lieavy  nothing  faint  and  fhrink, 
Bujhy.  'Tis  nothing  

*  mine  is  not  fo, 

For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief } 
Or  fomething,  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 
'Tis  in  revcrfion  that  I  do  polTeft  j 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  name,  'tis  namelels  woe  I  wot. 
Enter  Green 
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Enter  Green. 

Green.  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty,  and  well  met  gentlemen: 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  (hipt  for  Ireland. 

^een.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope  he  is : 
For  his  defigns  ^ crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope: 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  fhipt  ? 

Green.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  Power, 
.  And  driv'n  into  defpair  an  enemy 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land. 
The  banifh'd  Bol'mghroke  repeals  himfelf 
And  with  up-lifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenfpurg. 

^ieen.  Now  God  in  heav'n  forbid! 

Green.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true ;  and  what  is  worfe. 
The  lord  Northumberland ^  his  young  fon  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Rofs,  Beaumond,  and  Wdloughhyy 
With  all  their  pow'rful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

Bujhy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland y 
And  all  of  that  revolted  fadtion,  traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have :  whereon  the  Earl  of  Worcefier 
Hath  broke  his  ftafF,  refign'd  his  ftewardfhip. 
And  all  the  houfhold  fervants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolmgbroke . 

^een.  So  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe. 
And  Bolmgbroke  my  forrow's  difmal  heir : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I  a  gafping  new-delivered  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  fbrrow  to  forrow  join'd. 

Bujh'y.  Defpair  not,  Madam. 

^een.  Who  fhall  hinder  me? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 

With 

8  crave  hafle  good  hope. 
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With  cozening  hope ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  diffolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  falfe  hopes  Hnger,  in  extremity. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  Duke  o^TorL 

^een.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  j 

Oh  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks. 

Uncle,  for  heav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

York.  ^  Should  I  do  fo,  I  fhould  bely  my  thoughts  ^ 

Comfort's  in  heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 

W^here  nothing  lives  but  crofTes,  care  and  grief. 

Your  husband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 

Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofc  at  home. 

Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land ; 

Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felf. 

Now  comes  the  fick  hour  after  furfeit  made ; 

Now  (hall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 

York.  He  was ;  why  fo,  go  all  which  way  it  will : 
The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold. 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Get  thee  to  Plajh'ie^  to  my  fift:er  Glo'fier  ^ 
Bid  her  fend  prefently  a  thoufand  pound : 
Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Ser,  My  lord,  1  had  forgot 
To  tell,  to-day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there. 
But  I  fhall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft, 


^  This  line  added  from  the  firfi  edition. 
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Toyk.  What  is't  ? 

^et  v.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy'd. 

Tork.  Heav'n  for  his  mercy,  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Come  rufhing  on  this  wofiil  land  at  once  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  heav'n, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  there  pofts  difpatch'd  for  Ireland? 
How  fhall  we  do  for  mony  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come  fifter,  (coufm^  I  would  fay,)  pray  pardon  me. 
Go  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts,  \To  the  Servant. 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  mufter  men  ? 
If  I  know  how  to  order  thefe  affairs, 
Diforderly  thus  thruft  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.     They  are  both  my  kinfmen ; 
The  one  my  foveraign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend ;  th'  other  again 
My  kinfman  is,  one  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd. 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do :  come,  coufin,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you.     Go  mufter  up  your  men. 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Barkley  caftle : 
I  fhould  to  Plajhle  too. 
But  time  will  not  permit.     All  is  uneven. 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  (even. 

[Exeunt  York  and  Queen. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Bujh'j.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland^ 
But  none  returns  j  for  us  to  levy  power 

Propor- 
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Proportionable  to  the  enemy, 
Is  all  impoffible. 

Green.  Befides,  our  nearnefs  to  the  King  in  love. 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe,  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wav'ring  commons,  for  their  love 
Lies  in  their  purfes ;  and  who  empties  them. 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  King  ftands  gen'rally  condemn'd. 

Bagot.  If  judgment  lye  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Green.  Well;  III  for  Refuge  ftrait  to  Briftol  caftle^ 
The  Earl  of  W'tltflo'ire  is  already  there. 

Bufhy.  Thither  will  I  with  you ;  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us. 
Except  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces : 
Will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No :  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty. 
Farewel :  if  hearts  prefages  be  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  fhall  meet  again. 

Bn/h^y.  That's  as  Tork  thrives,  to  beat  back  Bol'mghroke, 

Green.  Alas  poor  Duke,  the  task  he  undertakes 
Is  numb'ring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry. 
Where  one  on  his  fide  ^^ts,  thoufands  will  flye. 

Bufhy,  Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me  never.  \Exemn. 
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SCENE  IX. 

In  Glocefterlhire. 

T 

EnSer  Bolingbroke  a^d  Northumberland, 

Bolim.'T  Tow  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Barkley  now? 

jm       North.  I  am  a  ftranger  here  in  GUfterJhtre : 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome : 
And  yet  our  fair  difcourfe  has  been  as  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delegable. 
But  I  bethink  me  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenfpurg  to  Cotjhold  will  be  found. 
In  Rofs  and  Wdloughbyy  wanting  your  company, 
Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  that  I  polTefs : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy. 
Than  hope  enjoy'd.    By  this,  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  leem  fliort,  as  mine  hath  done. 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 

BoUng.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company 
Than  your  good  words :  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

North.  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefler :  whencefoever, 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Bercy.  I  thought,  my  lord,  t'  have  learn'd  his  health  of  you. 


North. 
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North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 
Percy,  No,  my  good  lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  court. 
Broken  his  ftaff  of  office,  and  dilperft 
The  houfliold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafbn  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  we  laft  fpake  together* 

Percy.  Becaiife  your  lor dfliip  was  proclaimed  traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford^ 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Barkley,  to  difcover 
What  pow'r  the  Duke  of  Tork  had  levy'd  there ; 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford,  boy  > 
Percy.  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  ,•  this  is  the  Duke. 
Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice^ 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  days  {hall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Bolmg.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  and  be  fore 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 
As  in  a  foul  remembring  my  good  friends :. 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  fhall  be  ftill  thy  true  love's  recompence. 
My  heart  this  cov'nant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barkley  7  and  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  Tork  there  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy.  There  ftands  the  caftle  by  yond  tuft  of  trees, 
Man'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard. 
And  in  It  are  the  lords,  Tork,  Barkley,  Seymour ; 
Non-e  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  eftimate. 
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Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Rofs  and  Wdloughby^ 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Bol'mg.  Welcome,  my  lords  j  I  wot  your  love  purlues 
A  banifh'd  traitor ;  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labours  recompence. 

Rofs.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  lord. 

Wdlo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Bolmg.  Evermore  thanks,  (th'  exchequer  of  the  poor) 
Which,  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years. 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  now  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Barkley. 

'North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Barkley^  as  I  gueis. 

Bark.  Lord  Hereford^  my  mclTage  is  to  you. 

Bol'mg.  My  lord,  my  anlwer  is  to  Lancafiery 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England, 
And  I  mull  find  that  title  in  your  '  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark.  Miftake  me  not,  my  lord,  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out. 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  what  lord  you  will. 
From  the  mofi:  glorious  of  this  land. 
The  Duke  of  Tork,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on, 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peace,  with  felf-born  arms. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  York. 

Bol'mg.  I  fhall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon.    Noble  uncle!  [Kneels. 

Tork. 

'  toivn. 
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Tork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

Bol'mg.  My  gracious  uncle! 

Tork,  I  am  no  traitor's  uncle ;  that  word  grace, 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thefe  banifh'd,  and  forbidden  legs, 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England's  ground  ? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom. 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war. 
And  oftentation  of  defpifed  arms  ? 
Com'ft  thou  becaufe  th'  anointed  King  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh  boy,  the  King  is  left  behind. 
And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  (iich  hot  youth. 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  my  felf 
Refcued  the  Black  Prmce,  that  young  Mars  of  men^ 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French  ^ 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  Ihould  this  arm  of  mine. 
Now  prifbner  to  the  palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault. 

Bolmg.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault. 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Tork,  Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  word  degree; 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  dctefted  treafbn: 
Thou  art  a  banifh'd  man.  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  :hy  time. 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  foveraign. 

Bol'mg,  As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hereford ; 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancafier. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  your  grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  father,  for  methinks  in  you 
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I  fee  old  Qaunt  alive.    Oh  then,  my  father ! 
Will  you  permit  that  I  (hall  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  vagabond;  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  giv'n  away 
To  upftart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufin  King,  be  King  of  Englandy 
It  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancajier, 
You  have  a  fon,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinfman: 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down. 
He  fhould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  2l  father. 
To  rowze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay. 
I  am  deny'd  to  liie  my  livery  here. 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  give  me  leave : 
My  father's  goods  are  all  diftrain'd  and  fold. 
And  thefe  and  all,  are  all  amifs  imploy'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  liibje(5t. 
And  challenge  law :  attorneys  are  deny'd  me. 
And  therefore  perfbnally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  mine  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd. 

Rofl.  It  ftands  your  grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

Wtllo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

York.  My  lords  of  England,  let  mc  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeUng  of  my  coufin's  wrongs. 
And  labour'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  right : 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  arms, 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way. 
To  find  out  right  with  wrongs,  it  may  not  be,- 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind 
Cherifh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  fworn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own ;  and  for  the  right  of  that 
We  all  have  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid,- 
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And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 

Tork.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  iflue  of  thefe  arms  ,• 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Becaufe  my  pow'r  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left  : 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 
Unto  the  fbvereign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.    So  farewel. 
Unlefs  you  plcafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle. 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Bol'mg,  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept ; 
But  we  muft  win  your  grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Bnftol-Cafiky  which  they  fay  is  held  . . 

"B^  Bujhyy  Bagoty  and  their  complices ;  .  -  -    -  j 

The  caterpillars  of  the  common-wealth, 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

TorL  It  may  be  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'll  paufe. 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws : 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are ; 
Things  paft  redrefs,  are  now  with  me  paft  care.  \Exeunt, 


SCENE  XL 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain. 

CaprK  JC  Y  lord  of  Salisbury ^  we  have  ftaid  ten  days, 

i.VJL   And  hardly  kept  your  countrymen  together. 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King : 
Therefore  we  all  difperfc  our  felves :  farewel. 

Salts,  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Welchman: 
The  King  repofeth  all  his  truft  in  thee. 
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Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead :  we  will  not  ftay. 
The  Bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  withered, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftars  of  hcav'n  ^ 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change  5 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap  ; 
The  one  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy. 
The  other  hope  t'  enjoy  by  rage  and  war. 

Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Kings  

Farewel    our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 

As  well  affur'd,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  \Exit, 

Salis,  Ah.  Rkhardy  ah,  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory  like  a  {hooting  ftar. 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament : 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witnefling  ftorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofly  to  thy  good,  all  fortune  goes.  [Exit, 
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ACT  III.    SCENE  L 

BolingbrokeV  Camp. 

£«/^r  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumberland,  Rofs,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  with  Bulhy  and  Green  Prifoners, 

BOLINGBROKE. 

RING  forth  thefe  men.  

Bujhy  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
CSince  prefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives  ,• 
For  'twere  no  charity :  yet  to  wafli  your  bicod 
From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mif-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean. 
You  have  in  manner  with  your  finflil  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him ; 
Broke  the  polfeflion  of  a  royal  bed, 
And  ftain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  cheeks 
With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes,  with  your  foul  wrongs. 
My  felf,  a  Prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth. 
Near  to  the  King  in  blood,  fand  near  in  love, 
'Till  you  did  make  him  misinterpret  me,) 
Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  injuries. 
And  figh'd  my  Englt/h  breath  in  foreign  clouds. 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifliment : 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  fcigniories ; 
Dif-park'd  my  parks,  and  fell'd  my  foreft  woods  5 

From 
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From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houfliold  coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  Imprefs  ^  leaving  me  no  fign. 

Save  mens  opinions,  and  my  living  blood. 

To  (hew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this,  . 

Condemns  you  to  the  death.     See  them  deliver'd 

To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

BufJoy.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroak  of  death  to  me. 
Than  Bol'mgbroke  to  England, 

Green.  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  fouls. 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Bolmg,  My  lord  Northumberland^  fee  them  difpatch'd. 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe  j  . 
For  heav'ns  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreated  ,* 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  deliver'd. 

York,  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Bolmg.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle :  come,  my  lords,  away. 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  his  complices  5 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  holiday.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  the  Coafi  of  Wales. 
Flour'tjhx    Drums,    and  Trumpets. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  B'tjhop  of  Carlifle,  and  Soldiers^ 

K.  J^ich,  TiArkloughl'y-caJlle  call  you  this  at  hand? 

U      Atim.  Yea,  my  good  lord ;  how  brooks  your 
irrace  the  air. 
After  your  toffmg  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rkh. 
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K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well ;  I  weep  for  joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes  hoofs : 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child, 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  fbveraign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe : 
But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fiick  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lye  in  their  way, 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet 
Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  ftinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies ; 
And  when  they  from  thy  bofbm  pluck  a  flower. 
Guard  it  I  pr'y thee  with  a  lurking  adder  ; 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  fbveraign's  enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration.  Lords ; 
This  earth  (hall  have  a  feeHng,  and  thefe  ftones 
Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  King 
Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Bifljop.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  that  Pow'r  that  made  you  King 
Hath  pow'r  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 
^  The  means  that  heaven  yields  muft  be  embrac'd. 
And  not  neglected ;  elfe  if  heaven  would 
And  we  would  not,  heav'n's  offer  we  refufe. 
The  proffer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

Aum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs, 
Whilft  Bolmgbroke,  through  our  fecurity, 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fiibftance  and  in  power. 

Vol.  III.  S  K.  Rkk 

*  The  four  lines  that  follo^^  from  the  firfi  edition. 
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K.  Rkh.  Difcomfortable  coufin,  know'ft  thou  not, 
That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heav'n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  that  Hghts  the  lower  world ; 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
!n  murders,  and  in  outrage  bloody  here. 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines, 
And  darts  his  ^ light  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole; 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  fins, 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor  Bolmgbrokey 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 

Whilfl  we  were  wand'ring  with  th'  Antipodes, 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  throne,  the  eaflj 
His  treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  face. 
Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day ; 
But  felf-afiPrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea 
Can  wafli  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King ; 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 
The  deputy  eleded  by  the  Lord. 
For  every  man  that  Bolmghroke  hath  prefl. 
To  lift  fharp  fleel  againfl  our  golden  crown, 
Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  pay 
A  glorious  angel    then  if  angels  fight. 
Weak  men  mufl  fall,  for  heav'n  flill  guards  the  right. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  lord,  how  far  off  lies  your  power  ? 
Salts,  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord. 

Than 

lightning.  «  added  from  the  fame  edition. 
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Than  this  weak  arm ;  difeomfort  guides  my  tongue, 

And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair : 

One  day  (too  late  I  fear,  my  noble  lord) 

Hath  clouded  all  ^  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 

Oh  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return, 

And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men. 

To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  too  late 

Overthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftate. 

For  all  the  Welfhmen  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 

Are  gone  to  Bol'mgbroke,  difperft  and  fled. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  Liege  j  why  looks  your  grace  fo  pale  ? 

K.  Rkh,  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled.  * 
All  fouls  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide. 
For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum,  Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are. 

K.  Rkh.  I  had  forgot  my  felf ;  am  I  not  King  ? 
Awake  thou  coward  Majefl:y,  thou  fleepefl:: 
Is  not  the  King's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 
Arm,  arm  my  name  j  a  puny  fiibje6t  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.     Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  fav'rites  of  a  King !  are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts.    I  know  my  uncle  Tork 
Hath  pow'r  to  ferve  our  turn.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop,  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him. 

S  2  K.  Rich, 

*  and  they  are  fled. 

And  'till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again. 
Have  I  not  rcafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead? 

All  fouls  

^  my. 
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K.  Rkh.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepar'd : 
The  word  is  worldly  lofs  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loft  ?  why,  'twas  my  care : 
And  what  lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolmghroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be  j  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo. 
Revolt  our  fubjeds  ?  that  we  cannot  mend ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  us. 
Cry  woe,  deftru6tion,  ruin,  lojfs,  decay  ^ 
The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day. 
Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fliores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diffolv'd  to  tears 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 
Of  Bolmghroke,  cov'ring  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  fteel,  and  hearts  more  hard  than  fteel. 
White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
Againft  thy  majefty,  boys  with  womens  voices 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clafp  their  female  joints 
In  ftiff  unwieldy  arms,  againft  thy  crown  : 
The  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  double  fatal  Ewe,  againft  thy  ftate  : 
Yea  diftaff-women  manage  rufty  bills. 
Againft  thy  feat  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  pow'r  to  tell. 

K.  Rkh,  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'ft  a  tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  WtltjhWe  7  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bujhy  7  where  is  Green  7 
That  they  have  let  the  dang'rous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peaceful  fteps  ? 
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If  we  prevail,  their  heads  fhall  pay  for  it. 

I  warrant  they've  made  peace  with  Bolmgbroke, 

Scroop.  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption ; 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  j 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fting  my  heart ; 
Three  Judaffes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas  / 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  Ibuls  for  this  offence ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property, 
Turns  to  the  fow'reft  and  moft  deadly  hate : 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands :  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  death's  deftroying  hand, 
And  lye  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Aum.  Is  Bufhyy  Green,  and  th'  Earl  of  Wtltjhtre  dead  ? 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Br  'tflol  loft  their  heads. 

Aum,  Where  is  the  Duke  my  father,  with  his  power  ? 

K.  Rich.  No  matter  where ;  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak : 

*  Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs, 
^  Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 

*  Write  forrow  in  the  bofom  of  the  earth ! 
'  Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills  ; 

*  And  yet  not  lb  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 

*  Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground? 

'  Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bol'mgbroke'Sy 

*  And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death ; 
^  And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth 

*  Which  ferves  as  pafte  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

*  For  heav'ns  fake  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 

*  And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  Kings : 

*  How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  (lain  in  war : 
'  Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  difpolTefs'd : 

'  Some 
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^  Some  poifoti'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kilPd, 

*  All  murther'd.  For  within  the  hollow  crown, 

*  That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 

^  Keeps  Death  his  court,  and  there  the  Antick  fits 

*  Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp  ^ 
'  Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 

*  To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks; 

*  Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit, 

*  As  if  this  flefh,  which  walls  about  our  Hfe, 

*  Were  brafs  impregnable :  and  humour'd  thus, 

*  Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  pin 

^  Boars  through  his  caftle-walls,  and  farewel  King ! 

*  Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 

*  With  folemn  rcv'rence  :  throw  away  refpedt, 

*  Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

*  For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while : 

*  I  live  on  bread  like  you,  feel  want  like  you, 

*  Tafte  grief,  need  friends,  like  you :  fubje6ted  thus, 
^  How  can  you  fay  to  me  I  am  a  King  ? 

Carl  My  lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  prefent  woes. 
But  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail  : 
To  fear  the  foe,  fince  fear  oppreffeth  ftrength. 
Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe ;  * 

'^And 

*  unto  your  foe  j 

Fear,  and  be  {lain,  no  worfe  can  come  from  fight. 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death. 
Where  fearing,  dying,  pays  death  fei^vile  breath. 

jium.  My  father  hath  a  pow'r,  enquire  of  him. 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well :  proud  BoUnghroke^  I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  doomj 
This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown, 
An  eafie  task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 
Say,  Scroop,  where  lyes  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 
Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  fowier. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 

The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day  j 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye  : 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay : 
:I  play — .  
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*  And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  your  felf. 

K.  Rich,  Thou  chid'fl  me  well :  proud  Bol'mghrokey  I  come — 
Say^  Scroops  where  lyes  our  uncle  with  his  power? 

Scroop.  I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  muft  be  fpoken. 
Your  uncle  Tork  is  join'd  with  Bolmgbrokey 
And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  fadion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Befhrew  thee,  coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 
Of  that  Iweet  way  I  was  in  to  defpair. 
What  fay  you  now  ?  what  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
By  heav'n  I'll  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint-caflkj  there  I'll  pine  away 
A  King,  woe's  flave,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey : 
That  pow'r  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let  'em  go 
To  t  ear  the  land,  that  hath  fbme  hope  to  grow. 
For  I  have  none.    Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain. 

j^um.  My  Liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich,  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatt'ries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  followers :  let  them  away. 

From  Richard's  night  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day.  \Exemt» 

*  added  from  the  fame  edition. 

t  ear  J  or  are  5  from  aro<i  to  plow. 
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S  C  E  N  E  V. 

'Bolingbroke'^  Camp, 

Enter  with  drum  and  colours^  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northum* 

-  berland,  and  Attendants. 

Bolmg.  Q  O  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 

v3    The  Weljhmen  are  difpers'd,  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  coaft. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord, 
Richard  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

York.  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland^ 
To  fay  King  Richard.    Ah,  the  heavy  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fliould  hide  his  head  \ 

North.  Your  grace  miftakes  me  j  only  to  be  brief 
Left  t  his  title  out. 

Tork.  The  time  hath  been. 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief,  to  Ihorten  you  the  head. 

Bolmg.  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  fhould. 

Tork.  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you  fhould, 
Left  you  miftake  j  the  heav'ns  are  o'er  your  head. 

Bolmg.  I  know  it,  uncle,  nor  oppole  my  felf 
Againft  their  will.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy.  , 

Welcome  Harry ;  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  ? 

Percy.  The  caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
j\gainft  your  entrance. 

Bolmg. 
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Bolmg.  Royally  ?  why,  it  contains  no  King  > 

Percy »  Yes,  my  good  lord, 
It  doth  contain  a  King :  King  Richard  lyes 
Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone; 
And  with  him  lord  Aumerle^  lord  Salisbury^ 
Sir  Stephen  Scroops  befides  a  clergy-man 
Of  holy  reverence:  who^  I  cannot  learn. 

North,  Belike  it  is  the  bifhop  of  Carlt/le, 

Bolmg,  Noble  lord,  \To  North.' 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle. 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver : 
Henry  of  Bolinghroke  upon  his  knees 
Doth  kifs  King  Richard's  hand,  and  fends  allegiance 
And  faith  of  heart  unto  his  royal  perfon : 
Ev'n  at  his  feet  I  lay  my  arms  and  pow'r. 
Provided,  that  my  banifhment  repeal'd. 
And  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted,- 
If  not,  rll  ufe  th'  advantage  of  my  pow'r, 
And  lay  the  fiimmer's  duft  with  flioVrs  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  Englijhmen, 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolinghroke 
It  is,  fiich  crimfon  tempeft  fhould  bedrench 
The  frefli  green  lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  land. 
My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  (hall  fhew. 
Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march  • 
Upon  the  graffie  carpet  of  this  plain  j 
Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threatening  drum. 
That  from  this  caftle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  fhould  meet 
With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  demerits 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  Imoak 

Vol.  m.  T  At 
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At  meeting,  tears  the  dou(Jy  cheeks  of  heav'n :  ♦ 
March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

SCENE  VI. 

Parle  without y  and  anfiver  wlthm ;  then  a  flourlfh.  Enter  on 
the  walls.  King  Richard,  the  Bljhop  of  Carlifle,  Aumerle, 
Scroop  and  SaHsbury. 

See,  fee,  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  fun. 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  (lain  the  trad: 
Of  his  bright  paffage  to  the  Occident, 

TorL  Yet  looks  he  like  a  King  ,•  behold  his  eyc^ 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle%  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefty,-  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  fliould  (lain  fb  fair  a  fliow. 

K.  Rich,  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  ftood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,  [To  North, 

Eecaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King; 
A  nd  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
If  we  be  not,  fliew  us  the  hand  of  God, 
That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  ftewardfhip. 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fcepter, 
Unlels  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ulurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done. 
Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us. 

And 

*  cheeks  of  heav'n : 

Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water : 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters  >  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 
March  on,  i^c. 
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And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends : 
Yet  know,  my  mafter,  God  omnipotent. 
Is  mufVring  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  peftilence    and  they  fliall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot. 
That  lift  your  vaffal  hands  againft  my  head. 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Bol'mgbrokey  (for  yond  methinks  he  is) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  the  land 
Is  dangerous  treafbn ;  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war. 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for,  live  in  peace. 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers  fbns 
Shall  ill  become  the  flow'r  of  England's  face. 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  paftor's  grafs  with  faithful  Engltfh  blood. 

North,  The  King  of  heav'n  forbid,  our  lord  the  King 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rufli'd  upon :  no,  thy  thrice-noble  coufin, 
Harry  of  Bolmghrokey  doth  kifs  thy  hand. 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire's  bones. 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
(Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head) 
And  by  the  bury'd  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt^ 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid. 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope. 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  arms  he  wiU  commend  to  riift  j 

T  z  His 
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His  barbed  fteeds  to  ftables ;  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft  ; 
And  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland y  fay  thus  the  King  returns : 
His  noble  coufin  is  right  welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplilh'd  without  contradidion. 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  debafe  our  felf,  coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  Aurau. 

To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  (peak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland^  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

^um.  No,  good  my  lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
'Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  ^helpfiil  fwords. 

K.  Rkh.  Oh  God,  oh  God !  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine. 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  banifhment 
On  yond  proud  man,  (hould  take  it  off  again. 
With  words  of  footh    oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lefTer  than  my  name  ? 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been. 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now ! 
Swell'ft  thou,  proud  heart  ?  Fll  give  thee  fcope  to  beat. 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  BoUngbroke, 
K.  Rkh.  What  muft  the  King  do  now?  muft  he  fiibmit^ 
The  King  (hall  do  it :  muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  King  fhall  be  contented :  muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  King  ?  o'  God's  name  let  it  go. 
rll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads; 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  ,» 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown 

My 

^  hopeful. 
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My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  difh  of  wood ; 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking  ftaff  ; 
My  fubjed:s,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints. 
And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grave, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obfcurc  grave. 
Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  highway ; 
Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  lubjedi's  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  foveraign's  head.  * 
Aumerle^  thou  weep'ft,  my  tender-hearted  coufin. 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears : 
Our  fighs,  and  they,  ftiall  lodge  the  fummer  corn. 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  fhall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes. 
And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  fhedding  tears  ? 
As  thus,  to  drop  them  flill  upon  one  place, 
'Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves.  * 
Mofl  mighty  Prince,  my  lord  Northumberland^ 
What  fays  King  Bolmgbroke  ?  will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  'till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolmgbroke  fays  ay. 

North,  My  lord,  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rkh.  Down,  down  I  come,  like  glift'ring  Phaeton ^ 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades.  *  Bolmg. 

*—— foveraign's  head. 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now,  whilft  I  live  5 
And  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? 
Aumerle^  t^c. 

♦       —a  pair  of  graves, 

Within  the  earth  j  and  therein  kid,  there  lyes 

Two  kinfmen  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes^ 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idely,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

Moft  mighty  Prince,  ^c. 

*  of  unruly  jades. 

In  the  bafe  court?  bafe  court  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  traitors  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  come  down  ?  down  court,  down  King, 
For  Night-owls  fhriek,  where  mounting  Larks  ihould  ling, 
Boling,  What,  I^q, 
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Bol'mg,  What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 

North,  Sorrow  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  man  j 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bol'mg.  Stand  all  apart,  and  fhow 
Fair  duty  to  his  Majefty. 

My  gracious  lord   [  Kneels, 

K.  Rkh.  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee. 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiffing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 
Than  my  un-pleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefie.  * 

Bol'mg,  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rkh,  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 

Bol'mg.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  lord. 
As  my  true  fervice  fhall  deferve  your  love. 

K.  Rkh.  Well  you  deferv'd:  they  well  deferve  to  have, 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand ;  nay,  dry  your  eyes, 
Tears  fhew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  wiUing  too ; 
For  do  we  muft,  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London,    Coulin,  is  it  fb  ^ 

Bol'mg.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rkh,  Then  I  muft  not  fay  no.  \Flour  'tJh,  Exeunt, 

*  your  courtcfie. 

Up,  coufin,  up,  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  ypur  knee  be  low- 
BoUng.  My,  i^c. 
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SCENE  VII. 

^  Garden. 

Enter  ^een  and  two  Ladies, 

^ueen,  XTT  THAT  fport  (hall  we  devife  here  in  this  garden, 
V  V     To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lad^,  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 

^een,  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  bias. 

Lad'^.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

^een.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafiire  in  delight. 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafiire  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  fome  other  /port. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 

^een.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Lady.  Of  either.  Madam. 

^een.  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow : 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  ^  had, 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy : 
For  what  I  h^ve,  I  need  not  to  repeat : 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. 

^een.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe : 
But  thou  fliould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 

Lady,  I  could  weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^een.  And  I  could  ^  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

8  had.  ^ftng- 

(Let's  . 
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(Let's  ftep  into  the  fliadow  of  thefe  trees. 
My  wretchednefs '  fuits  with  a  row  of  pines.) 

Enter  a  Gardener ^  and  two  Servants, 

But  (lay,  here  come  the  gardeners ; 
They'll  talk  of  State,  for  every  one  doth  ifb, 
Againft  a  change  j  woe  is  fore-run  with  woe. 

[  ^een  and  Laddies  retire^ 

Gard.  Go  bind  thou  Tip  yond  dangHng  Apricocks, 
AVhich  like  unruly  children,  make  their  Sire 
Stoop  with  opprefnon  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  fome  fuppoxtance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cut  o£F  the  heads  of  too  faft  growing  fprays, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  common-wealth : 
All  muft  be  even  in  our  government. 
You  thus  imploy'd,  1  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  weeds,  that  without  profit  luck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholfom  flowers. 

Serv,  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  ftate  ? 
When  our  fea-w ailed  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  fiill  of  weeds,  her  faireft  flowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholefome  herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars  ? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace. 
He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  (pring, 
Hath  now  himlelf  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf  5 
The  weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  leaves  did  flielter, 
(That  feem'd  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up,) 
Are  puU'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bol'mgbroke ; 

I 

*  unto. 
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I  mean  the  Earl  of  WtUJh'tre^  ^^fhjy  Green, 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard,  They  are, 
And  Bol'mgbroke  hath  feiz'd  the  waftefiil  King. 
What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  trimm'd 
And  dreft  his  land ;  as  we  this  garden  '  drefi, 
And  wound  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  fruit-trees, 
Left  being  over  proud  with  Tap  and  blood. 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf ; 
Had  he  done  fb  to  great  and  growing  men. 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafte 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  luperfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live: 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  crown. 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  have  quite  thrown  down. 

Serv.  What,  think  you  then,  the  King  fhall  be  depos'd  ? 

Gard,  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depos'd- 
^Tis  doubted  he  will  be.    Letters  laft  night 
Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Tork^ 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

^een.  Oh  I  am  preft  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking : 
Thou  Adam\  likenefs,  fet  to  drels  this  garden. 
How  dares  thy  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news? 
What  Eve^  what  ferpent  hath  iuggefted  thee. 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fay.  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'ft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth. 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'ft  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretch, 

Gard.  Pardon  me.  Madam.     Little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  thefe  news ;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true  j 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Vol.  III.  U  Of 
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Of  Bol'mgbroke ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd : 

In  your  Lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 

And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light : 

But  in  the  ballance  of  great  Bol'mgbroke y 

Befides  himfelf  are  all  the  EngUJJj  peers. 

And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down. 

Poft  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  (b  j 

I  fpeak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

^4een,  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot, 
Doth  not  thy  embaffage  belong  to  me  ? 
And  am  I  laft  that  know  it  ?  Oh  thou  think'fl: 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  long'eft  keep 
The  for  row  in  my  breaft.     Come  ladies,  go, 
To  meet  at  London,  London^s  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this  f  that  my  fad  look. 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolmghroke  / 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow. 

[Ex.  ^ueen  and  Ladies, 

Gard.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worie, 
I  would  my  skill  were  fubjed:  to  thy  curfe. 
Here  did  flie  drop  a  tear,  here  in  this  place 
I'll  fet  a  bank  of  Rue,  jfow'r  herb  efface  : 
Rue,  ev'n  for  ruth,  h^re  (hortly  fliall  be  feen. 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

[Ex.  Gard.  md  Serv, 
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A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  L 
LONDON. 

Enter  as  to  the  Parltamenty  Bolingbroke,  Aumerle,  Northum- 
berland, Percy,  FitzwateJr,  Surry,  Btfhop  of  Carlifle,  Abbot 
of  Weftniinfter^  Heraldy  Officers^  and  hagot. 

Bolingbroke. 
ALL    Bagot   forth:    now  freely  fpeak  thy 
mind. 

What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glo'Jier's  death  ? 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  per- 
form'd 

The  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end  ? 
Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 
BoUng.  Coufin,  ftand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man, 
Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unlay,  what  it  hath  once  delivered. 
In  that  dead  time  when  QUflef^  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,  is  not  my  arm  of  length. 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftful  EngUJh  court 
As  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle's  head  ? 
Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay,  you  rather  had  rcfufc 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 
Than  Bolingbroke  return  to  England j  adding, 
How  bleft  this  land  would  be  in  this  your  coufin's  death. 

Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  lords, 
What  anfwer  (hall  I  make  to  this  bafe  maa? 
Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  my  fair  flars, 

U  2  On 
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On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 
Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  fland'rous  Hps. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  feal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.  -  Thou  lieft, 
And  I'll  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  heart  blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Bolmg.  Bagoty  forbear  ^  thou  fhalt  not  take  it  up. 

^um.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence  that  hath  mov'd  me  fb. 

Fkzw.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  lympathies. 
There  is  my  Gage,  Aumerle^  in  gage  to  thine : 
By  that  fair  fiin,  that  ftiews  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it. 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  GUflefs  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft, 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfliood  to  thy  heart 
Where' it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  coward,  live  to  lee  the  day. 

Fitzw.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Aum.  Fttzwater^  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumtrhy  thou  lieft;  his  honour  is  as  true. 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'  extreameft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.     Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  never  brandifti  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe. 
*  Who  fets  me  elfe?  by  heav'n,  I'll  throw  at  all. 
1  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  breaft. 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey^ 

*  'thefe  three  verfes  are  taken  from  the  firfl  Edition. 
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Surrey.  My  lord  FHzwater,  I  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

F'ltzw,  My  lord,  'tis  true:  you  were  in  prefence  thenj 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heav'n,  as  hcav'n  it  felf  is  true. 

Fiizw.  Surrey^  thou  lieft. 

Surrey.  Difhonourable  boy, 
That  he  fhall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword. 
That  it  fhall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
'Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  reft 
In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  father's  fcull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  honour's  pawn ; 
Engage  it  to  the  tryal,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fttzw.  How  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe  ? 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith. 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  correction. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  fay. 
That  thou  Aumerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  Gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies ;  here  do  I  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Bol'mg.  Thefe  Diff'rences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 
'Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd :  repeal'd  he  fhall  be  5 
And  though  mine  enemy,  reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  feigniories  ^  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  tryal. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne'er  be  feen. 

Many 
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Many  a  time  hath  baniflj'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrift,  in  glorious  chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  chriftian  crofs, 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens : 
Then  toiled  with  works  of  war,  retired  himfelf 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country^s  earth. 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  long. 

Bol'mg.  Why,  Biftiop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ^ 

CarL  Sure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

Bol'mg.  Sweet  peace  condud  his  foul 

To  th'  bofom  of  good  Abraham  Lords  appealants. 

Your  differences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 
'Till  we  affign  you  to  your  days  of  tryal. 

s  c  E  N  E  u. 

Enter  York. 

Torh  Great  Duke  of  Lancaftery  I  come  to  thee 
Trom  plume-pluckt  Richard^  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  foepter  yields 
To  the  poffeflion  of  thy  royal  hand. 
Afcend  his  throne,  defoending  now  from  him. 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  Fourth. 

Bolmg.  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne. 

Carl.  Marry,  heav'n  forbid. 
Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  Ipeak, 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  pre(ence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard    then  true  noblenefs  would. 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  fouLa  wrong. 

What 
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What  fubjed  can  give  fentence  on  his  King  ? 
And  who  (its  here  that  is  not  Richard's  (iibjed  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them. 
And  (hall  the  figure  of  God's  majefty, 
His  captain,  fteward,  deputy  ele6t. 
Anointed,  crown'd,  and  planted  many  years. 
Be  judg'd  by  fubjed:  and  inferior  breath. 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent  ?  oh,  forbid  it. 
That  in  a  chriftian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed. 
I  Ipeak  to  fubjeds,  and  a  lubjed  (peaks,- 
Stir'd  up  by  heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 
The  blood  of  EngUfh  (hall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  a6t. 
Peace  (hall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound. 
Di(brder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha y  and  dead  men's  fculls,. 
Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe,  againft  ^  his  houfe. 
It  will  the  wofuUeft  divifion  prove. 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 
Prevent,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  (b. 
Left  "  children's  children  cry  againft  you,  woe. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  Sir  ^  and  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  lord  of  Weflm'mfler^  be  it  your  charge, 
To  keep  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  tryal. 

t  May 

*•  this.  «  chiU-i  chiUs  children. 
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f  May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons  fiiit  ? 
Bolmg.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  lurrender :  fo  we  ihall  proceed 

Without  fiifpicion. 

TorL  I  will  be  his  condudt.  \Ex'tt, 
Bolmg,  Lords,  you  that  are  here  mnder  our  arreft. 

Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer  : 

Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love. 

And  httle  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  King  Richard  and  York. 

K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 
T'infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee : 
Give  forrow  leave  a-while,  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmiflion.    Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thefe  men :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chr  'tfl :  but  he  in  twelve. 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one  j  I,  in  twelve  thouland,  none.  * 
To  do  what  fervice,  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 

Tork.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will. 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  refignation  of  thy  ftate  and  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crown.  Here  coulin,  feize  the  crown. 

Here, 

■f  This  Scene  where  Richard  is  introduced^  from  thefe  words,  May't  pieafe  you, 
lords,  y  f .  to  the  fourth  fcene  of  this  a6ty  is  entirely  added  fince  the  firji  edition, 

*  in  twelve  thoufand,  none. 

God  lave  the  King :  will  no  man  l-iy,  Amen. 

Am  I  both  prieil  and  dark  ?  well  then,  Jmen. 

God  Hive  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he: 

And  yet  ^mcK,  if  heav'n  do  think  him  me. 

To  do  what  fervice,  ^c.  .  returtu 
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Here,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  on  that  fide  thine.  * 
Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  (elf  ,• 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head. 
And  this  unwieldy  fcepter  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart. 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafh  away  my  ^balm. 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate. 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  dutious  oaths  : 
All  pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear : 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forgo  ; 
My  ads,  decrees,  and  ftatutes  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me, 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee. 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd. 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd.  * 

*-  on  that  fide  thine. 

Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well, 
That  owes  two  buckets,  filling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 
The  other  dowji,  unfeen,  and  full  of  water : 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears  am  I, 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high. 

Boling.  I  thought  you  had  been  v/illing  to  refign. 

K.  Rich.  My  crown  I  am,  but  ftill  my  griefs  are  mine : 
You  may  my  glories,  and  my  ftate  depofe. 
But  not  my  griefs  j  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Boling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care,  is  lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done  5 
Your  care,  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won. 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  awayj 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay. 

Boling.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  crown  ? 

K.  Rich.  I  noj  no  I,  for  I  muft  nothing  be: 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  mark  me,  i^c. 

*'  'that  haft  all  atchiev'd 5 

Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard's  feat  to  fit. 
And  foon  lye  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit. 
God  fave  King  Henry unking'd  Richard  fays, 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  fun-fhine  days. 
What  more,  ^c.  « llame. 
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what  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more  j  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ftate  and  profit  of  this  land  : 
That  by  confefTmg  them,  the  Ibuls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K.  Rkb.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Oh  Northumberland ^ 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fb  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  ledure  of  them  ?  if  thou  would'ft. 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  blot;,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav'n. 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  felf^ 
Though  fome  of  you  with  Pdate  wafh  your  hands. 
Shewing  an  outward  pity ;  yet  you  P  'dates 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  fow'r  crois. 
And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  lord,  difpatch  ;  read  o'er  theie  articles 

K.  Rkh.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears :  I  cannot  fee 
And  yet  falt-water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  traitor  with  the  refl : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  conlent, 
T'  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King  ,• 
Made  glory  bafe    a  foveraign,  a  flave 
Proud  Majefly,  afubjed;  ftate,  a  peafant. 

North.  My  lord. 
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K.  Rkh,  No  lord  of  thine,  infulting  man  ; 
Nor  no  man's  lord :  I  have  no  name,  no  title ; 
No,  not  that  name  was  giv'n  me  at  the  font. 
But  'tis  uliirp'd.    Alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out. 
And  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery  King  of  fnow. 
Standing  before  the  liin  of  Bolmghroke, 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops.  * 

Ah  if  my  word  be  (Verling  yet  in  Englandy  \7o  Boling, 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftreight. 
That  it  may  {hew  me  what  a  face  I  have. 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Bolmg.  Go  fome  of  you  and  fetch  a  lookkig-glafs. 

North.  Read'  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth  come, 

K.  Rkh.  Fiend,  thou  torment'ft  me,  ere  I  come  to  hell. 

BoUng.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 

K.  Rkh.  They  fhall  be  fatisfy'd:  I'll  read  enough. 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  book  indeed, 
Where  all  my  fins  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. 

Enter  one  with  a  gl^fs. 

Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  flruck 

So  rnany  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds?  oh  flatt'ring  glafs, 

Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity. 

Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  this  face,  the  face 

That  every  day  under  his  houfhold-ioof 

Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men?  was  this  the  face, 

X  2  That 

*  in  water-drops. 

Good  King,  great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good. 

Ah  if  my,  t^c.  -      -  -  ' 
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That  like  the  fun  did  make  beholders  wink?  * 
How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  face  ? 

Bol'wg.  The  fhadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich,  Say  that  again. 
The  fhadow  of  my  forrow !  ha,  let's  fee, 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  Hes  all  within. 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  fhadows  to  the  unfeen  grief, 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  (bul. 
There  lies  the  fubftance :  and  I  thank  thee,  King, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.    I'll  beg  one  boon. 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Bolmg.  Name  it,  fair  coufin. 

K.  Rkh.  Fair  coufin!  I  am  greater  than  a  King: 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  fubjeds ;  being  now  a  fubje£t, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer : 
Being  lib  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Bol'wg.  Yet  ask. 

K.  Rich.  And  fhall  I  have? 

Bolmg.  You  fhall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 
Bolmg.  Whither. 

K.  Rich,  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight. 

Bolmg, 

*  beholders  wink  ? 

Is  this  the  face,  which  fac'd  fo  many  follies. 

That  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  Bolingbroke  ? 

A  brittle  glory  fhineth  in  this  face, 

As  brittle  as  the  glory,  is  the  face. 

For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  Ihivers. 

Mark,  filent  King,  the  moral  of  this  fport. 

How  foon  my  forrow, 
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Bol'mg.  Go  fbme  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower.  * 
On  JVedne/day  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 
Our  coronation :  lords,  prepare  your  felves. 

[Ex.  all  but  Abbot  J  B'tfhop  of  CarHfle  and  Aiimerle> 

SCENE  iv^. 

Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

B'tfhop.  The  woe's  to  come  j  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  fharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  clergy-men,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein^ 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  facrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  efFe(5t 
Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent. 
Your  hearts  of  fbrrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears. 
Come  home  with  me  to  (upper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  Plot  fhall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt, 

*  to  the  ToTver. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  good>  convey:  conveyers  are  you  all. 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  King's  fall. 

Boling.  On  IVedmfday^  I3c. 


ACT 
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ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Continues  in  London. 
Enter  ^4een  and  Ladles, 

QjJ  E  E  N. 

HIS  w^y  the  King  will  come :  this  is  the  way 
To  Jul'ms  Cdefaf%  ill-ered:ed  tow*r, 
2,    To  whofe  flint  bofom,  my  condemned  lord 
(y^W^Mt  -^^.^       doom'd  a  prifoner,  by  proud  BoTmghroke. 


Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  refting  for  her  true  King's  Queen. 

Enter  King  Richard  and  Guards, 

But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee, 
My  fair  rofe  wither    yet  look  up  ^  behold. 
That  you  in  pity  may  diffolve  to  dew. 
And  wafh  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  tears. 
O  thou  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  ftand, 
Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richards  tomb. 
And  not  King  Richard -y  thou  moft  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  fhould  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-houfe  gueft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fb. 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  learn,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  ftate  a  happy  dream. 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this.     I  am  fworn  brother,  fweet, 
To  grim  NecefTity ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.    Hyc  thee  to  France, 


[To  K.  Rich. 
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And  cloifter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe  ,• 
Our  holy  lives  muft  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

^een.  How,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fhape  and  mind 
Transform'd  and  weak  ?  hath  Bol'mgbroke  depos'd 
Thine  intelled  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lion  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpow'r'd :  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 
Take  thy  corredion  mildly,  kifs  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility. 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  beafts  ? 

K.  Rkh.  A  King  of  beafts  indeed    if  ought  but  beafts,, 
I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 
Good,  f  fbmetime  Queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France ; 
Think  I  am  dead,  and  that  ev'n  here  thou  tak'ft. 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  laft  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights  fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woefiil  ages,  long  ago  betide  : 
And  ere  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  grief. 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me. 
And  icnd  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds.  * 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
North,  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bol'mgbroke  is  chang'd: 

■j"  fometime^  for  formerly. 
*  to  their  beds. 

For  why  ?  the  fenfelefs  brands  will  fympathizc 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
And  in  compaflion  weep  the  fire  out  : 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  alhes,  fome  coal-black. 
For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  King. 
S  C  E  N  E  
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You  muft  to  Pomfret^  not  unto  the  Tower. 
And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you : 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  miift  away  to  France. 

K.  Rkh.  Northumberland^  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolmgbroke  afcends  my  throne, 
The  time  fhall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fm  gathering  head. 
Shall  break  into  corruption  ,•  thou  (halt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half^ 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all  : 
And  he  (hall  think,  that  thou  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fb  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  tlVufurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  ,• 
That  fear  to  hate  j  and  hat^  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there's  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorc'd?  Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage  J  'twixt  my  crown  and  me: 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  mc  unkifs  tbe  oath,  'twixt  thee  and  me:       \To  the  ^een. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberland:  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  Ihiv'ring  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  cHme: 
My  Qiieen  to  France  ^  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp. 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hollowmas,  or  fliorteft  day. 

^een.  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 
Banifli  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  with  me. 


North. 
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North,  That  were  fome  love,  but  little  policy.  * 

K.  Rich,  Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart. 

\7he'y  kifs. 

^een.  Give  mc  mine  own  again ;  'twere  no  good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.  again. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone. 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay : 
Once  more  adieu  j  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  York  and  his  Dutchefs. 

Dutch.^K^Y  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
XVX  When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  off. 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  into  London, 

Tork.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch.  At  that  fad  ftop,  my  lord. 
Where  rude  mif-govern'd  hands,  from  window  tops. 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  King  Richard's  head. 

Tork.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Bolingbroke^ 
'  Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed, 
*  Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know, 

*  but  little  policy. 

^een.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  make,  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France  j  I  for  thee  here : 
Better  far  off  j  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  fighs,  I  mine  with  groans : 

^ueen.  So  longeft  way  fhall  have  the  longeft  moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftep  I'll  groan,  the  way  being  Ihort, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grief: 
One  kifs  lhall  ftop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part  j 
Thus  give  I  mine,  i^c. 

Vol.  III.  Y  'With 
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'  With  flow,  but  {lately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe : 

*  While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  thee,  Bolmghrokc, 

*  You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake, 
^  So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 

*  Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
'  Upon  his  vifage ;  and  that  all  the  walls 

'  With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once, 

*  Jefu  preferve  thee,  welcome  Bol'mgbroke, 

*  Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 

*  Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  fl:eed's  neck, 

*  Befpoke  them  thus;  I  thank  you,  country-men; 

*  And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch.  Alas !  poor  Rkhardy  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 
Tork.     As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 

*  After  a  well-grac'd  a6tor  leaves  the  ftage, 

*  Are  idely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 

*  Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 

'  Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 

*  Did  fcowle  on  Rkhard-,  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him ; 

*  No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home; 
'  But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head, 

*  Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off, 
'  His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles, 
'  The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience ; 

*  That  had  not  God,  for  fbme  ftrong  purpofe,  fleel'd 

*  The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
'  And  barbarifm  it  felf  have  pitied  him. 

But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events. 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolrngbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjed;s  now, 
Whofe  ftate  and  honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Aumerlc. 

Dutch,  Here  comes  my  fbn  Aumerle, 

TorL  Aumerle  that  was. 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard' %  friend. 
And,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  truth. 
And  lafting  fealty  in  the  new-made  King. 

Dutch.  Welcome  my  fbn    who  are  the  Violets  now. 
That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring  ? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care : 
God  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tork,  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time. 
Left  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford?  hold  thofe  jufts  and  triumphs  ? 

Aum.  For  ought  I  know,  they  do. 

Tork.  You  will  be  there. 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  me  not,  I  purpo(e  fb. 

Tork.  What  feal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  bofbm  ? 
Yea,  look'ft  thou  pde  ?  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

Tork.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 
I  will  be  fatisified,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Atim.  I  do  befcech  your  grace  to  pardon  me, 
It  is  a  matrer  of  finall  confequence, 
Which  for  fbme  reafbns  I  would  not  have  feen. 

Tork.  Which  for  fbme  reafons.  Sir,  I  mean  to  fee. 
I  fear,  I  fear. 

Dutch.  What  fhould  you  fear,  my  Lord  ? 
'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond  he's  enter'd  into. 
For  gay  apparel,  againft  the  triumph, 

Y  2  TorL 
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Tork.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  lee  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  (hew  it. 

TorL  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  tty  md  reads. 
Treafon!  foul  treafon!  villain,  traitor,  flave! 

Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

TorL  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heav'n  for  his  mercy !  what  treachery  is  here  ? 

Dutch,  Why,  what  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Tork.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay  j  faddle  my  horfe. 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Tork.  Peace,  foolifh  woman. 

Dutch.  I  will  not  peace :  what  is  the  matter,  fon  ? 

Aum.  GooA  mother,  be  content  ^  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  muft  anfwer. 

Dutch.  Thy  life  anfwer ! 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Servant  with  hoots. 
Tork.  Bring  me  my  boots.     I  will  unto  the  King. 
Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.     (Poor  boy,  thou  art  amaz'd.) 
Hence,  villain,  never  more  come  in  my  fight. 

\SpeaKtng  to  the  Servant. 

Tork.  Give  me  my  boots. 

Dutch.  Why,  Tork^  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age, 

And 
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And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  Uke  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ^ 

Tork.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford, 

Dutch,  He  lhall  be  none : 
We'll  keep  him  here ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tork.  Away,  fond  woman :  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fbn,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadft  thou  groan'd  for  him 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dft  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind ;  thou  doft  fulped 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed. 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  Torky  fweet  husband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee,  as  a  man  may  be. 
Nor  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

Tork,  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  [Exit, 

Dutch,  After,  Aumerle^  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe. 
Spur  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee, 
ril  not  be  long  behind  ,•  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Tork : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 
'Till  Bol'mgbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.    Away.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VL 

Changes  to  Oxford. 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords. 

Bolmg.f^  AN  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  (on? 

V-y    'Tis  full  three  months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he : 
I  would  to  heav'n,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  London,  'mongft  the  taverns  there : 
•For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unreftrained  loofe  companions :  A 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  ftand  in  narrow  lane&,  ^^or  ?rj^ 

And  rob  our  watch,  and  beat  our  paffengers. 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boyj  ' '  ^' 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fiipport 

So  diffolute  a  crew.  -'^  ■''^  • "^'H 

Percy.  My  lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince, 

And  told  him  of  thefe  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bol'mg.  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ?  «  ^ 

Percy.  His  anfwer  v^aS    he  Would  unto  the  ftews,  

And  from  the  common'ft  creature  pluck  a  glove     '  '"^'"'^ 

And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 

He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

Bol'mg.  As  diffolute  as  defp'rate,  yet  through  both 

I  fee  fbme  (parks  of  hope    which  elder  days 

May  happily  bring  forth.    But  who  comes  here  > 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Bol'mg.  What  means  our  coufin,  that  he  ftares 
And  looks  fo  wildly  ^ 
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Aum.  God  fave  your  grace.    I  do  bcfeech  your  Majefty 
To  have  fome  conf'rence  with  your  grace  alone. 

Bol'wg.  Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 
What  is-  the  matter  with  our  coufin  now  ? 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth,  [Kneels, 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak. 

Bolmg.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  ere  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  'till  the  tale  be  done. 

Bolmg.  Have  thy  defire.  [York  whb'm, 

Tork.  My  Liege  beware,  look  to  thy  felf. 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Bolmg.  Villain,  Til  make  thee  fafe. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengefiil  hand,  thou  haft  no  caule  to  fear. 

Tork.  Open  the  door,  fecure  fool-hardy  King: 
Shall  I  for  love  Ipeak  treafbn  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  York. 

Bolmg.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak,  take  breath : 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger. 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tork.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  fhalt  know 
The  reafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  fhow. 

Aum.  Remember  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confed'rate  with  my  hand. 

Tork.  Villain,  it  was,  ere  thy  hand  fet  it  down. 
1  tore  it  from  the  traytor's  bofom,  King. 

Fear, 


176  King  Richard  II. 

Tear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence ; 
Forget  to  pity  hini,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Bol'mg,  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracy! 

0  loyal  father  of  a  trcach'rous  fon  f 

Thou  clear,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain. 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  paflages 
Hath  had  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad. 
And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrefling  fbn. 

Tork.  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd, 
An<l  he  (hall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  fhame; 
As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives,  when  his  diftionour  dies : 
Or  my  lham'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies  : 
Thou  kill'ft  me  in  his  life,  giving  him  breath. 
The  traytor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[Dutchefs  w'lth'm. 
Dutch.  What  ho,  my  Liege!  for  heav'ns  fake  let  me  in. 
Bol'mg.  What  fhrill-voic'd  fuppliant  makes  this  eager  cry  ^ 
Dutch.  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  King,  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door, 
•  A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before.  * 

BoTmg.  My  dang'rous  coufin,  let  your  mother  in, 

1  know  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

Tork.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray. 
More  fins  for  this  forgivenefs  profper  may  5 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  off,  the  reft  is  found  j 
This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

SCENE 

*  begg'd  before. 

BcUng.  Our  fcenc  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  thing. 
And  now  chane'd  to  the  beggai^  and  the  King : 

BoUng.  My  dangerous  coufin,  ^c. 


^ng  Richard  II. 


177 


SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Dut chefs. 

Dutch.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man ; 
Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 

TorL  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here  r 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traytor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  Tork  be  patient  j  hear  me,  gentle  Liege. 

\Kneels. 

Bol'mg.  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 

Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech ; 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees. 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy,  until  thou  bid  me  joy. 
By  pard'ning  Rutland^  my  tranfgreffing  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers,  I  bend  my  knee.  [Kneels. 

Tork.  Againft  them  both,  my  true  joints  bended  be.  [Kneels, 
^  III  may'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace ! 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earned  ?  look  upon  his  face  5 
His  eyes  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jeft^ 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breaft : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ^ 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know^ 
Our  knees  {hall  kneel,  'till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrifie. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bol'mg,  Good  aunt  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up. 
But  pardon  firft,  ^  fay  afterwards  ftand  up. 

Vol.  m.  Z  And 

*  from  the  firji  edition.  •>  and. 
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And  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  fliould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  'till  now : 
Say  Pardon,  King,  let  pity  teach  thee  how.  * 

Bol'mg.  Good  aunt  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  I  do  not  liie  to  ftand. 
Pardon  is  all  the  luit  I  have  in  hand. 

Bol'mg,  I  pardon  hina,  as  heav'n  fliall  pardon  me. 

Dutch,  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  kneel 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear ;  fpeak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Bol'mg,  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thou  art. 

Bol'mg.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law,  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  confbrted  crew, 
Deftrudion  ftreight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  uncle  help  to  order  feveral  powers 

To  Oxford,  or  where-e'er  thefe  traytors  are,  *  [Exeunt. 

*  teach  thee  how. 

The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet. 
No  word  like  pardon,  for  Kings  mouths  fo  meet. 

Tork.  Speak  it  in  French^  K^i*^  ^^J  Pardonnez  moy. 

Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  pardon,  pardon  to  deftroy  ? 
Ah  my  fow'r  husband,  my  hard-heaited  lord. 
That  fet'ft  the  word  it  felf,  againft  the  word. 
Speak  pardon  as  'tis  currant  in  our  land. 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underftand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there : 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  car. 
That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce. 
Pity  may  move  thee,  pardon  to  rehearfc. 

Bolitig.  Good  aunt,  t^c. 

*  traytors  are. 

They  fhall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwearj 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle  farewel,  and  coufin  adieu  j 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Dut^h.  Come  my  old  fon,  I  pray  heav'n  make  thee  new. 

SCENE,  ^c. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant. 

Exton,  Didfl:  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words  he  (pake  ? 

Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  ? 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Serv,  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  Have  I  no  friend  ?  quoth  he ;  he  (pake  it  twice. 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together  j  did  he  not  ? 

Serv,  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me, 
As  who  {hall  fay,  I  would  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go : 
I  am  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  X. 

A  Frifon  at  Pomfret  Cajlle. 

Enter  King  Richard, 
c  T  Have  been  ftudying,  how  to  compare 
X  '  This  prifon  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  ; 

*  And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 

*  And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  my  felf, 

*  I  cannot  do  it,  yet  I'll  hammer  on't. 

*  My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  foul, 

*  My  foul,  the  father ;  and  thefe  two  beget 

*  A  generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts,- 

*  And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  5 
^  In  humour,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 

Z  2  ^For 
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*  For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  fort, 
(As  thoughts  of  things  divine,)  are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  ^  word  it  felf 

Againft  the  ^  word    as  thus  5  Come  I'mh  ones ;  and  then  again, 

It  is  as  hard  to  come^  as  for  a  Camel 

To  thread  the  pofiern  of  a  needle's  eye. 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

UnUkely  wonders  ^  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  paflage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon-walls : 

And  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves, 

*  That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  fl^aves, 

*  And  fliall  not  be  the  laft.    Like  filly  beggars, 

*  Who  fitting  in  the  ftocks,  refuge  their  fhame 

*  That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there,- 

*  And  in  this  thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

*  Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
*■  Of  fiich  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

*  Thus  play  I  in  one  prifbn,  many  people, 

*■  And  none  contented.     Sometimes  am  I  King, 

*  Then  treajfbn  makes  me  wifli  my  lelf  a  beggar, 

*  And  fo  I  am.     Then  crufliing  penury 

*  Perfwades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King ; 

*  Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and  by  and  by, 
5  Think  that  1  am  unking'd  by  Bolmghrokey 

*  And  ftreight  am  nothing  but  what-e'er  1  am, 

*  Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

*  With  nothing  fliall  be  pleas'd,  'till  he  be  eas*d 

*  With  being  nothing  Mufic  do  I  hear  ?  [Mujic. 

Ha,  ha ;  keep  time :  how  fbw'r  fweet  mufic  is. 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept  ? 
So  is  it  in  the  mufic  of  men's  lives. 

And 

*  faiths  «  faii^. 
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And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear, 

To  ^  check  time  broke  in  a  difbrder'd  ftring; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time. 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke : 

I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbring  clock : 

My  thoughts  are  minutes  j  and  with  fighs  they  jar. 

Their  watches  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch ; 

"Whereto  my  finger,  Uke  a  dial's  point. 

Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 

Now,  Sir,  the  founds  that  tell  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  bell ;  fo  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans. 

Shew  minutes,  hours,  and  times  O  but  my  time 

Runs  pofting  on,  in  Bolmghroke's  proud  joy. 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'th'  clock. 
This  mufic  mads  me,  let  it^  found  no  more  j 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits. 
In  me  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet  blefling  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me. 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftrange  f  brooch,  in  this  all-hating  world. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Groom. 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  Prince.  * 

K.  Rkh.  What  art  ?  how  com'ft  thou  hither  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  dog 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

f  hear.  -f  Brooch^  an  old  word  fignifying  a  JevieJ. 

*  royal  Prince. 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  groats  too  dear* 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  com'ft,  t^c. 
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Groom,  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  ftablc.  King, 
When  thou  wert  King;  who  travelling  tow'rds  21?ri&, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my,  f  fometime,  maflrer's  face. 
O  how  it  yearn*d  my  heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London  ftreets,  that  coronation  day  ; 
When  Bolmgbroke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid 
That  horle,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drels'd. 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  friend. 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom,  So  proudly,  as  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich,  So  proud  that  BoUngbroke  was  on  his  backf 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand.  • 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufiirp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe ;  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man. 
Waft  born  to  bear?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe. 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd  by  jaunting  BoUngbroke, 

SCENE  XIL 

Enter  Keeper  with  a  difh. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place ;  her£  is  no  longer  ftay. 

[To  the  Groom. 
K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  fliall  fay. 

[Exit, 

Keep.  My  lord,  will't  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 

K,Rjck 

i'  fometime^  £or  formerly. 
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K.  Rkh,  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep,  My  lord,  I  dare  not ;  for  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,  commands  the  contrary. 

K.  Rkh,  The  Dev'l  take  Henry  of  Lancaflery  and  thee. 
Patience  is  Hale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.  \Bean  the  Keeper, 

Keep,  Help,  help,  help. 

E^ter  Exton  and  Servants, 

K.  Rkh,  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this  rude  affault  ? 
Wretch,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument; 

[Snatching  a  Sword, 

Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell.  \Ktlh  another, 

[Exton  fir  'tkes  him  down. 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire. 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  perfon :  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  King's  blood  ftain'd  the  King's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount  my  foul,  thy  feat  is  up  on  high, 
Whilft  my  grols  flefh  finks  downward,  here  to  die. 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood. 
Both  have  I  fpilt :  Oh  would  the  deed  were  good ! 
For  now  the  devil  that  told  me  I  did  well. 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  I'll  bear ; 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here.  \Exemt, 

SCENE  XIII. 

S  C  £  ]Sf  £  changes. 

Flourljh :  Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  with  other  Lords  and 

Attendants, 

Boling.X^lnd  uncle  Tork^  the  lateft  news  we  hear. 

Is  that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicefler  in  Gloucefierjhire  ^ 

But 
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But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  (lain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord :  what  is  the  news  ? 

North,  Firft  to  thy  facred  ftate  wifli  I  all  happinefs ; 
The  next  news  is,  I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Sal'sbury^  Spencer,  Blunt  and  Kent: 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 

At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here.         [Pre/entmg  a  paper, 

.  Bol'mg.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains, 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fitz-water. 

Fttzw,  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Broccas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely  ^ 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conferred  traytors. 
That  fought  2.1  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Bolmg.  Thy  pains,  Fttz-water,  (hall  not  be  forgot. 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy  and  the  B'tjhop  of  Carlifle. 

Percy.  The  grand  confpirator  Abbot  of  IVeftminfier, 
With  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave : 
But  here  is  Carlifle,  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

Bolmg.  Carlifle,  this  is  your  doom  : 
Chufe  out  feme  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life; 
So  as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife. 
For  though  mine-enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  I  have  feen. 

Enl^ 
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Enter  Exton  whh  a  coffin, 

Exton,  Great  King,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  bury'd  fear.     Herein  all  breathleis  lyes 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greatefl  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux^  by  me  hither  brought. 

Boltng.  Exton  I  thank  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deed  of  (laughter  with  thy  fatal  hand. 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  this  deed. 

Bol'mg,  They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifbn  need ; 
Nor  do  I  thee,  though  I  did  wilh  him  dead 
I  hate  the  murth'rer,  love  him  murthered. 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour. 
With  Cam  go  wander  through  the  {hade  of  night. 
And  never  (hew  thy  head  by  day,  or  light. 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 
That  blood  fliould  Iprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow. 
Come  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament. 
And  put  on  fuUen  black  incontinent: 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy-land, 
To  wafh  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mourning  here. 
In  weeping  over  this  untimely  bier.  {Exeunt  omnes. 
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LONDON, 

Enter  Ktng  Henry,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weft- 

morland,  and  others. 

King  HENRY. 

O  fliaken  as  we  are,  To  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And   breathe  fhort-winded   accents    of  new 
broils 

To  be  commenc'd  in  ftronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirfty  entrance  of  this  foil 
Shall  ^  dawb  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  : 
No  more  (hall  trenching  War  channel  her  fields. 
Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Gf  hoftile  paces.    Thole  oppoled  eyes 
Which  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav'n. 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred. 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fliock 
And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery. 
Shall  now  in  mutual  well-befeeming  ranks 

March 

^  damp. 
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March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 

Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 

The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-fheathed  knife. 

No  more  (hall  cut  his  mafter.    Therefore,  friends. 

As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrift, 

C  Whole  foldier  now,  under  whofe  bleffed  crofk^ 

We  are  imprefled,  and  engag'd  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  power  of  Engltjh  (hall  we  levy ; 

Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mother's  womb. 

To  chafe  thefe  pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields 

Over  whole  acres  walked  thofe  blelTed  feet 

Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

'For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Cro/s. 

But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old. 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go : 

Therefore  we  meet  not  now.    Then  let  me  hear. 

Of  you  my  gentle  coufin  Weflmorlandy 

What  yellernight  our  council  did  decree. 

In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Wefl.  My  Liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion. 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A  poft  from  Wales ^  loaden  with  heavy  news; 
Whofe  worft  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer y 
Leading  the  men  of  Hereford/hire  to  fight 
Againft  th'  irregular  and  wild  Glendowery 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Weljhman  taken  ; 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered. 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fiich  mifiife. 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelcls  transformation. 
By  thofe  Weljhwomen  done,  as  may  not  be 
Without  much  fhame,   re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

K.  Henry,  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this-  broil 

Brake 

he  told. 
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Brake  off  our  bufinefi  for  the  holy  land. 

IVefi.  This,  matcht  with  other  like,  my  gracious  lord  ; 
Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hot-fpur  there 
Young  Harry  Percy ^  and  brave  Archibald 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scoty 
At  Holmedon  (pent  a  fad  and  bloody  hour. 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery 
And  fliape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  ; 
For  he  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfe. 
Uncertain  of  the  iflue  any  way. 

K.  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  friend. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt ^  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 

Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil, 

Betwixt  that  Holmedon^  and  this  feat  of  oiirs : 

And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  news. 

The  Earl  of  Dowlas  is  difcomfited, 

Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots^  two  and  twenty  Knights 

Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 

On  Holmedon\  plains.     Of  prifoners,  Hot-fpur  took 

Mordake  the  Earl  of  Ftfe,  and  eldeft  fon 

To  beaten  Dowglas^  and  the  Earls  of  Athol^ 

Of  Murryy  Angus,  and  Mentehh. 

And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 

A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufin,  is  it  not  ? 

Weft.  In  faith,  a  conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

K.  Henry,  Yea,  there  thou  raak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'ft  me  fin,. 

In  envy,  that  my  lord  Northumberland 

Should  be  the  father  of  (b  bleft  a  fon  ,• 

A  fon,  who  is  the  theam  of  honour's  tongue : 
Amongft  a  grove,  the  very  ftreighteft  plant, 

Who 

•  report. 
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Who  is  fweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride : 

Whilil  I  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 

See  riot  and  difhonour  ftain  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.     O  could  it  be  prov'd. 

That  fome  night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchang'd 

In  cradle  cloaths,  our  children  where  they  lay, 

And  cail'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet  ^ 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.    What  think  you  coufin^ 

Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  prifbners 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  lurpriz'd, 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 

I  {hall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

Weft,  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  IVorcefter, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpeds ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  briftle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignity. 

K.  Henry.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this ; 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  negledt 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 
Coufin,  on  Wednefday  next,  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Wtndfor,  fo  inform  the  lords  : 
But  come  your  felf  with  fpeed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done_, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Sir  John  FalftafF. 
/i?/."^TOW  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad? 

-i-  ^  P.  Henry.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking 
old  fack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fupper,  and  fleeping  upon 

benches 
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benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  de- 
mand that  truly,  which  thou  would'ft  truly  know.  What  a  de- 
vil haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unle(s  hours  were 
cups  of  fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of 
bawds,  and  dials  the  figns  of  leaping-houfes,  and  the  blefled 
Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame-colour'd  tafFata.  I  fee  no 
reafbn  why  thou  ftiould'ft  be  fo  luperfluous,  to  demand  the  time 
of  the  day. 

Fal.  Indeed  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal.  For  we  that  take 
purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  ftars,  and  not  by  Phoebus^ 
he,  that  wandring  knight  fo  fair.    And  I  pray  thee,  (weet  wag, 

when  thou  art  King  as  God  fave  thy  grace,  (Majefty  I  fliould 

lay,  for  grace  thou  wilt  have  none.)  

P.  Henry.  What!  none? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  fcrve  to  be  pro- 
logue to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  how  then  ?  come  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry  then,  Iweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King,  let  not 
us  that  are  (quires  of  the  night's  body,  be  call'd  thieves  of  the 
day's  beauty.  Let  us  be  Diana's  forefters,  gentlemen  of  the 
(hade,  minions  of  the  Moon ;  and  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of 
good  government,  being  governed  as  the  (ea  is,  by  our  noble 
and  chaft  miftrefs  the  Moon,  under  whole  countenance  we — fteal. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too ;  for  the 
fortune  of  us  that  are  the  Moon's  men,  doth  ebb  and  flow  like 
the  (ea,  being  governed  as  the  fea  is,  by  the  Moon.  As  for 
proof,  now :  a  purfe  of  gold  moft  refolutely  fnatch'd  on  Mon- 
day night,  and  moft  diflblutely  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning  ,•  got 
with  (wearing,  ^  lay  by ;  and  (pent  with  crying,  bring  in :  now 
in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder ,  and  by  and  by  in  as 
high  a  flow  as  the  ^  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  lord  thou  (ay'ft  true,  lad :  and  is  not  mine  hofte/s 
of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

.  Vol.  III.  B  b  P.  Henry. 
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p.  Henry,  As  the  honey  of  Hthluy  my  old  lad  of  the  caftle ; 
and  is  not  a  buff-jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of  durance  ? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now  mad  wag,  what,  in  thy  quips  and 
thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  with  a  buff-jerkin  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  hoftefs 
of  the  tavern  ? 

Fal.  Well,  thou  haft  eall'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a  time 
and  oft. 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  > 

FaL  No,  ril  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 

P.  Henry.  Yea  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  coin  would  ftretch, 
and  where  it  would  not  I  have  us'd  my  credit. 

Fal.   Yea,    and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  not  here  appai'ent, 

that  thou  art  heir  apparent  But  I  pr'ythee  fweet  wag,  fhall 

there  be  gallows  ftanding  in  England  when  thou  art  King  ?  and 
refblution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father 
antick,  the  law  ?  Do  not  thou  when  thou  art  a  King,  hang  a 
thief 

P.  Henry.  No ;  thou  (halt. 

FaL  Shall  \  ^  O  rare!  Ill  be  a  brave  judge. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already  j  I  mean  thou  fhalt 
have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  fo  become  a  rare  hang- 
man. 

Fal.  Well,  Hal,  well,-  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps  with  my 
humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell  you. 
P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits? 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits,  whereof  the  hangman  hath 
no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood  I  am  as  melancholy  as  a  gib-cat,  or  a 
lugg'd  bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

FaL  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  LincolnJJjire  bagpipe. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  melancholy  of 
Moor-ditch  ? 

FaL 
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Fal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimiles,  and  art  indeed 

the  moft  comparative,  rafcalleft,  fweet  young  Prince  But 

Halj  I  pr'ythee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity ;  I  would  to 
God  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good  names  were 
to  be  bought :  an  old  lord  of  the  council  rated  me  the  other 
day  in  the  ftreet  about  you,  Sir ;  but  I  mark'd  him  not,  and  yet 
he  talk'd  very  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

P.  Henry.  *^Thou  didft  well,  for  wifdom  cries  out  in  the 
ftreet,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iteration,  and  art  indeed  able 
to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much  harm  unto  me,  Haly 
God  forgive  thee  for  it.  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  no- 
thing ,•  and  now  I  am,  if  a  man  fliould  (peak  truly,  little  better 
than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  muft  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will 
give  it  over  by  the  lord  ,•  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain.  I'll  b© 
damn'd  for  never  a  King's  fbn  in  chriftendom. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fliall  we  take  a  purle  to-morrow,  Jack? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one^  an  I  do  not, 
call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee,  from 
praying  to  purfe-taking. 

Fal.  Why  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal.  'Tis  no  fin  for  a  man 
to  labour  in  his  vocation. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Poins. 

Poms.  Now  fliall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  have  fet  a  match.  O, 
if  men  were  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  were  hot 
enough  for  him  ?  this  is  the  moft  omnipotent  villain,  that  ever 
cry'd,  ftand,  to  a  true  man. 

P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,  Ned, 

Poms.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  fays  Monfieur  re- 

B  b  2  morfc  ? 

*'  Thcu  diift  well,  for  no  man  regards  it. 
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morfe  ?  what  fays  Sir  John  fack  and  fugar  ?  Jack  /  how  agree 
the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul,  that  thou  foldeil  him  on 
Good  Friday  laft,  for  a  cup  of  Madera,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg  ? 

P.  Henry.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word,  the  devil  (hall  have 
his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  proverbs ;  He  will 
give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word  with  the 
devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the  devil. 

Poins.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by  four 
a  clock  early  at  Gads-hill  j  there  are  pilgrims  going  to  Canter- 
bury with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to  London  with  fat 
purfes.  I  have  vizards  for  you  all  ,•  you  have  horfes  for  your 
ielves :  Gads-hill  lies  to-night  in  Rochejler,  I  have  befpoke  flip- 
per to-morrow  in  Eafl-cheap  ^  we  may  do  it  as  fecure  as  fleep : 
if  you  will  go,  I  will  ftuff  your  purfes  full  of  crowns  ^  if  you  will 
not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hang'd. 

FaL  Hear  ye  Tedward,  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  not,  I'll 
hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  You  will,  chops  ? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one? 

P.  Henry.  Who,  I  rob  ?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my  faith. 

Fal.  There's  neither  honefly,  manhood,  nor  good  fellow- 
fhip  in  thee ;  thou  cam'fl  not  of  the  blood-royal,  if  thou  dar'ft 
not  cry,  (land,  for  ten  fhillings. 

P.  Henry.  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a  mad-cap. 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal.  By  the  lord  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art  King. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee  leave  the  Prince  and  me  alone, 
I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this  adventure,  that  he 
ihall  go. 

FaL 
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Fal.  Well,  may'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perluafion,  and  he 
the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeak'ft  may  move,  and 
what  he  hears  may  be  believ'd  j  that  the  true  Prince  may,  for 
recreation  fake,  prove  a  falfe  thief  j  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the 
time  want  countenance.  Farewel,  you  fhall  find  me  in  Eaft- 
cheap. 

P.  Henry,  Farewel  ^  thou  latter  Ipring.  Farewel  allhallown 
fummer.  [Exit  Fah 

Poms.  Now,  my  good  fweet  hony  lord,  ride  with  us  to- 
morrow. I  have  a  jeft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage  alone. 
Falflaffy  Harvey^  Rojfil,  and  Gads-h'dl^  (hall  rob  thofe  men 
that  we  have  already  way-laid  j  your  felf  and  I  will  not  be  there; 
and  when  they  have  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them, 
cut  this  head  from  my  {houlders. 

P.  Henry,  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  ? 

Poms,  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and  ap- 
point them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  pleafure  to 
fail  j  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the  exploit  themfelves, 
which  they  fliall  have  no  fooner  atchiev'd,  but  we'll  fet  upon 
them. 

P.  Henry,  Ay  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by  our  hor- 
fes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment,  to  be  our 
ielves. 

Poms,  Tut,  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'll  tye  them  in 
the  wood  5  our  vizards  we  will  change  afi:er  we  leave  them  and 
firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for  the  nonce,  to  immask  our 
noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Henry.  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true- 
bred  cowards  as  ever  turn'd  back ,  and  for  the  third,  if  he  fight 
longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  I'll  forfwear  arms.  The  virtue  of 
this  jefl  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies  that  this  fame  fat 
rogue  will  tell  us  when  we  meet  at  fupper  ^  how  thirty  at  leaft 

he 
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he  fought  with,  what  ^  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities  he 
endured ;  and  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jeft. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee ;  provide  us  all  things  ne- 
ceffary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eafi-cheapy  there  I'll 
lup.  Farewel. 

Poms.  Farewel,  my  lord.  \_Exh  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenels ; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  (un. 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fhiother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world  ^ 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mifts 
Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 
To  (port  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wiflit-for  come. 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 
So  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off. 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am. 
By  fb  much  fhall  I  falfifie  men's  hopes  ^ 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fuUen  ground. 
My  reformation  glittering  o'er  my  fault 
Shall  fliew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  '  foil  to  fet  it  off. 
I'll  fb  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill. 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leail  I  wiU.  {Exit, 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot-fpur,. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others, 

K.  Henry. K  Y  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 

xVx   Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  indignities 
And  you  have  found  me ;  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience :  but  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf. 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition. 
Which  hath,  been  fmooth  as  oyl,  foft  as  young  down. 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpe(5t, 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor,  Our  houfe,  my  foveraign  Liege,  little  defeives 
The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  ufe'd  on  it. 
And  that  fame  greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  help'd  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  good  lord  

K.  Henry.  Worcefter  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye. 
O  Sir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory. 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.    When  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  fliall  fend  for  you.     [Exit  Worcefter. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak.  \To  Northumberland. 

North.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Thof^  prifoners  in  your  highnefs'  name  demanded. 
Which  Hcrrry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took. 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  deny'd 
As  was  deliver'd  to  your  Majefty. 

''Or 
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^  Or  envy  therefore,  or  mifprifion. 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fbn. 

Hot,  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifbners. 
But  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extream  toil, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  (word ; 
^  Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  drefs'd: 
'  Frefh  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin  new-reap'd 

*  Shew'd  like  a  flubble  land  at  harveft  home. 

*  He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner, 

^  And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  he  held 

*  A  pouncet  box,  which  ever  and  anon 

*  He  gave  his  nofe :  *  and  ilill  he  fmil'd  and  talked  ,• 

*  And  as  the  foldiers  bare  de^d  bodies  by, 

*  He  calPd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly^ 

*  To  bring  a  flovenly,  unhandfbme  coarfe 

*  Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  nobility. 

*  With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 

'  He  queftion'd  me :  among  the  reft,  demanded 

*  My  prifbners,  in  your  Majefty's  behalf. 

*  I,  then  all-finarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 

*  To  be  fb  pefter'd  with  a  popinjay, 

*  Out  of  my  grief,  and  my  impatience, 

*  Anfwer'd,  negledingly,  I  know  not  what  ,• 

*  He  fhould  or  jfhould  not ;  for  he  made  me  mad, 

*  To  fee  him  fhine  ^b  brisk,  and  finell  fb  fweet, 

*  And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, ' 

*  Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds ;  ('God  fave  the  mark!) 

*  And  telling  me,  the  foveraign'ft  thing  on  earth 

*  Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife  j 

'  And 

^  Whoever  through  envy  or  mifprijion 
Was  guilty  of  this  faulty  Uivas  not  my  fon. 

*  nofe,  and  took't  away  again }   *  . 

Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 
Took  it  in  fnuff.  And  ftill  he  fmil'd,  ^c. 
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*  And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 

*  This  villainous  falt-petre  fliould  be  digged 
^  Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 

^  Which  many  a  good,  tall  fellow  had  deftroy*d 
'  So  cowardly :  And  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

*  He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 
This  bald,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  anfwer'd  indire(5bly,  as  I  faid 

And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation. 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majefty. 

Blmt.  The  circumftance  confider'd,  good  my  lord. 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid. 
To  fuch  a  perfbn,  and  in  fiich  a  place. 
At  luch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold. 
May  reafonably  die  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Henry.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners. 
But  with  provifo  and  exception. 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  fliall  ranfom  ftrait 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolifh  Mortimer^ 
Who,  on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight, 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendower ; 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marry'd.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treafbn  ?  and  f  indent  with  fears. 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No    on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarve 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend. 

Vol.  III.  Cc  Whofc 

■\  indent^  for  article^  bargain. 
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Whofe  tongue  (hall  ask  me  for  one  pefiny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer, 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer? 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  (bveraign  Liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war  ^  to  prove  that  true. 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  all  tho(e  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  cook, 
When  on  the  gentle  SeverrCs  fedgie  bank. 
In  fingle  oppofition  hand  to  hand. 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glertdower : 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink. 
Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Sevem^s  flood  ,• 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks. 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifp'd  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  ^ 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly. 
Then  let  him  not  be  fiander'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  behe  him,  Peroy^  thou  belied  him  5 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower 
He  durft  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 
Art  not  afham'd  ?  but,  firrah,  from  this  hour 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means. 
Or  you  fhnll  hear  in  fiich  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  you.     Lord  Northumberland^ 
We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fbn. 
Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it.       \Extt  K,  Henry. 

Hot, 
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Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.    I  will  after  ftrak, 
And  tell  him  fo ;  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

North.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?  ftay  and  paufe  a  while. 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Enter  Worcefter. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  7 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In  his  behalf,  I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins. 
And  flied  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  in  dull. 
But  I  will  lift  the  downfall'n  Mortimer 
As  high  i'th'  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bolmgbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  nephew  mad. 

\To  Worcefter. 

Wor.  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone? 

Hot.  He  will,  forfboth,  have  all  my  prifoners : 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death. 
Trembling  ev'n  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him ;  was  he  not  proclaim'd. 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was :  I  heard  the  proclamation ; 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us,  God  pardon)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irijh  expedition  j 
From  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortly  murthered. 

JVoK*  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  mouth 

C  c  2  Live 
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Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  ,•  did  King  Ktchard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North.  He  did  j  my  felf  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  King, 
That  w'ifh'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  {hall  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  mnrd'rous  '  lubornation  ?  fhall  it  be. 
That  you  a  world  of  curies  undergo, 
Being  the  agents  or  bafe  fecond  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  ? 
O  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low. 
To  fhew  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fiibtle  King. 
Shall  it  for  fliame  be  fpoken  in  thele  days. 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come. 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Ingag'd  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf,- 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  have  done,} 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  rofe, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker  Bol'mghroke? 
And  fliall  it  in  more  (hame  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd^  difcarded,  and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  •  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifh'd  honours,  and  rcftore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 

^  fuhordimtions.. 
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Ev'n  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths : 
Therefore  I  fay  

JVor,  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  I  will  unclalp  a  fecret  book, 
And  to  your  quick- conceiving  difcontents, 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  peril  and  advent'rous  fpirit, 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot,  If  he  fall  in,  good  night,  or  fink  or  Iwim 
Send  Danger  from  the  eaft  unto  the  weft. 
So  Honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth 
And  let  them  grapple.  O !  the  blood  more  ftirs 
To  rouze  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methinks  it  were  an  eafie  leap. 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon^ 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  co-rival,  all  her  dignities. 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfliip ! 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here. 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fbould  attend. 
Good  coufin  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

IVor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots 
That  are  your  prifoners  

Hot.  Ill  keep  them  all. 
By  heav'n,  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  {hall  not,  ^ 
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I'll  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

fVor,  You  ftart  away. 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes. 
Thofe  prifbners  you  {hall  keep. 

Hot.  I  will  y  that's  flat  : 
He  faid  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer: 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Morttmer: 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lyes  afleep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla,  Morttmer  / 
l^ay,  I  will  have  a  Starling  taught  to  (peak 
Nothing  but  Morttmer y  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  ftill  in  motion. 
Wor^  Hear  you,  coufin :  a  word. 
Hot,  All  ftudies  here  I  folemnly  defie. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Boltngbroke: 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler-Prince  of  Wales y 
(But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance,) 
I'd  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor,  Farewel,  my  kinfman  j  I  will  talk  to  you 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North.  Why  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood. 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 

IHot.  Why  look  you,  I  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  with  rods, 
TSIettled,  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear  • 
Of  this  vile  politician  Boltngbroke : 

In  Richard's  time  what  do  ye  call  the  place  ?  

A  plague  upon't  it  is  in  Glo'JierJhire  

'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  Duke  his  uncle  kept  

His  uncle  Tork  where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 

Unto  this  King  of  fmiles,  this  Boltngbroke : 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg, 

North. 
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North.  At  Barkley  caftle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true : 
Why  what  a  deal  of  °  candied  courtefie 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 

Look,  when  his  mfant  fortune  came  to  age^  

And  gentle  Harry  Percy  and  kmd  coufin  

The  devil  take  fiich  cozeners  God  forgive  me — 

Good  uncle  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again. 
We'll  ftay  your  leifiire. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'  faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottijh  prifoners. 
Deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  ftrait. 
And  make  the  Dowglas'  fbn  your  only  mean 
For  pow'rs  in  Scotland -y  which  for  divers  realbns 
Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written,  be  affur'd 
Will  eafily  be  granted.you,  my  lord. 
Your  (on  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd. 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd, 
Th'  Arch-bifhop. 

Hot.  Tork,  is't  not  ? 

fVor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Br'tfiol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation. 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted  and  let  down. 
And  only  ftays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  (hall  bring  it  on. 
^Hot.  I  fmell  it:  on  my  life  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  a-foot,  thou  ftill  lett'ft 

Hot.  It  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  plot. 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland^  and  of  l^ork 


"  gaudy. 
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To  join  'with  Mortimer ha  \ 
IVor,  So  they  {hall. 

Hot.  In  faith  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim*d. 

JVor,  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed 
To  fave  our  heads,  by  raifing  of  a  head : 
For  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt. 
And  think  we  deem  our  felves  unfatisfy'd 
'Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  docs  5  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  huii. 

Wor.  Coufin,  fareweL    No  further  go  in  this 
Than  I  by  letters  (hall  dired:  your  courle  5 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  (uddenly, 
I'll  fteal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Morttmery 
Where  you,  and  Dowglasy  and  our  pow'rs  at  once, 
(As  I  will  fafliion  it)  fhall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong.  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North,  Farewel,  good  brother ,  we  (hall  thrive,  I  truft. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu :  O  let  the  hours  be  {hort, 
'Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  Iport.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    11.     SCENE  I. 

An    I  N  N  E, 

Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  Lanthorn  m  his  Hand, 

I  Carrier. 
HIGH  ho,   an't  be  not  four  by  the  day  I'll  be 
hang'd.  Charles'  warn  is  over  the  new  chimney, 
and  yet  our  horfe  not  packt.    What,  oftler  ? 
Ofl,  Anon,  anon. 

I  Car.  I  pr'ythee  Tom^  6eat  Cutts^  faddle,  put 
a  few  flocks  in  the  point :  the  poor  jade  is  wrung 
in  the  withers,  out  of  all  cefs. 

Enter  another  Carrier, 

1  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  f  dank  here  as  a  dog,  and  that 
is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots :  this  houfe  is  turn'd 
upfide  down,  fince  Robin  Oftler  dy'd. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  oats  role,  it 
was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think  this  be  the  moft  villainous  houfe  in  all  London 
road  for  fleas :  I  am  flung  like  a  Tench. 

I  Car.  Like  a  Tench  ?  by  th'  Mafs  there's  ne'er  a  King  in  Chrifl:- 
endom  could  be  better  bit^  than  I  have  been  flnce  the  firft  cock. 

1  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourden,  and  then  we 
leak  in  your  chimney:  and  your  chamber-lie  breeds  fleas  like  a 
Loach. 

I  Car.  What,  oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd,  come  away. 
1  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of  ginger, 
to  be  deliver'd  as  far  as  Charing-Crofs. 

Vol.  m.  D  d  i  Car, 

■\  danky  i.  e.  wet  and  rotten. 
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I  Car.  'Odsbody,  the  Turkies  in  my  panniers  are  quite  ftarv'd. 
What  oftler  ?  a  plague  on  thee  ,•  haft  thou  never  an  eye  in  thy 
head  ?  canft  not  hear  ?  an  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to 
break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain.  Come  and  behang'd, 
haft  no  faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gads-hill. 
Gads.  Good-morrow,  carriers.   What's  a  clock  ? 
Car,  I  think  it  be  two  a  clock. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thy  lanthorft,  to  fee  my  gelding  in 
the  ftable. 

1  Car.  Nay,  foft  I  pray  ye,  I  know  a  trick  worth  two  of 
that  faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when?  canft  tell?  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  quoth  a! 
marry  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come  to 
London  7 

1  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed.  with  a  candle,  I  warrant 
thee.  Come  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call  up  the  gentlemen, 
they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  have  great  charge. 

[Ex.  Carriers^ 

s  c  E  N  E  II. 

Emer  Chamberlain. 

Gads,  What  ho   chamberlain  ? 
Chamh.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  the  chamber- 
kin,-  for  thou  varkft  no  more  from  picking  of  purfes,  than  gi- 
ving diredion  doth  from  lal.curing.    Thou  lay'ft  the  plot  how. 

Chamb.  Good-morrow  mafter  Gads-htli^  it  holds  currant  that 
I  told  you  yefternight.  Th ere'.*?  a  Franklin  in  dhe  wild  of  Kent^ 
hath  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold,-  I  heard 

him 
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him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company  laft  night  at  fiipper  ,•  a  kind 
of  auditor,  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God  knows 
what :  they  are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter.  They 
will  away  prefently. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  f  St.  Nicholas''  clarks,  I'll 
give  thee  this  neck. 

Chamh,  No,  I'll  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee  keep  that  for  the  hang- 
man, for  I  know  thou  worfhipp'ft  St.  Nicholas  as  truly  as  a  man 
of  falfhood  may. 

Gads,  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  if  I  hang,  111 
make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang,  old  Sir  John  hangs 
with  me,  and  thou  know'ft  he's  no  ftarveling.  Tut,  there  are 
other  Trojans  that  thou  dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  fport-fake, 
are  content  to  do  the  profeffion  fome  grace  \  that  would,  if  mat- 
ters (hould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit-fake,  make  all 
whole.  I  am  join'd  with  no  foot-land-rakers,  no  long-ftaff-fix- 
penny-ftrikers,  none  of  thofe  mad  Muftachio-purple-hu'd-malt- 
worms  j  but  with  nobility  and  tranquility  j  burgomafters,  and 
great  f  one-eyers,  fuch  as  can  hold  in,  fiich  as  will  ftrike  fooner 
than  fpeak  j  and  fpeak  fooner  than  drink ;  and  drink  fooner  than 
pray ;  and  yet  I  lye,  for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  faint 
the  common-wealth ;  or  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  j 
for  they  ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 

Chamh.  What,  the  common-wealth  their  boots  ?  will  fhe  hold 
out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads,  She  will,  (he  will ;  juftice  hath  liquor'd  her.  We  fteat, 
as  in  a  caftle,  cock-fure;  we  have  the  receipt  of  Fern-feed,  we 
walk  invifible. 

Chamh,  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholden  to  the 
night,  than  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  walking  invifible. 

Gads^  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  {halt  have  a  fhare  in  our  purr 
chafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

D  d  2  Chamh. 

^  A  cant -word  for  the  devil^  old  nick. 

"i"  Perhaps,  Oneraires,  Itujiees  or  Commijfioners, 
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Chamh.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  falfe  thief. 

Gads,  Go  to.  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men.  Bid  the 
oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable.  Farcwel,  ye  muddy 
knave.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Highway. 

Enter  Pr'mce  Henry,  Poins  and  Peto. 

Pom.        OME,  (helter,  fhelter  ^  I  have  removed /Is-^^^s  horfe, 
V--*  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  velvet. 
P.  Henry.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  Po'mSy  Poins,  and  be  hang'd.  Poms  / 
P.  Henry.  Peace  ye  fat-kidney'd  rafcal,  what  a  bawling  doft 
thou  keep  ? 

Fal.  What,  Poms?  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  I'll  go  feek 
him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company :  the  rafcal 
hath  remov'd  my  horle,  and  ty'd  him  I  know  not  where.  If  I 
travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare  further  afoot,  I  fhall  break  my 
wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if 
I  'fcape  hanging  for  killing  that  rogue.  I  have  for/worn  his  com- 
pany hourly  any  time  this  two  and  twenty  year,  and  yet  I  am 
bewitch'd  with  the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rafcal  have  not  gi- 
ven me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd,  it  could 
not  be  elfe^  I  have  drunk  medicines.  Po'msf  Hall  a  plague  up- 
on you  both.  Bardolph  /  Peto  /  I'll  ftarve  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot  fur- 
ther. An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink,  to  turn  true- 
man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues,  I  am  the  verieft  varlet  that  ever 

chew'd 
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chew'd  with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  three- 
fcore  and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me  and  the  ftony-hearted  vil- 
lains know  it  well  enough.  A  plague  upon't,  when  thieves  can- 
not be  true  one  to  another.  \The'y  wh'ifile.^  Whew,  a  plague  up- 
on you  all.  Give  me  my  horfe ;  you  rogues,  give  me  my  horfe, 
and  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henr'y,  Peace  ye  fat  guts,  lye  down,  lay  thine  ear  clofe  to 
the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  hear  the  tread  of  travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  leavers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being  down  ? 
'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flefh  fo  far  afoot  again,  for  all 
the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What  a  plague  mean  ye,  to 
colt  me  thus  ? 

P.  Henry,  Thou  lieft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  uncolted. 
Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horfe,  good 
King's  fon. 

P.  Henry.  Out  you  rogue,  fliall  I  be  your  oftler  ^ 
Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  garters    if  I 
be  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  thisj  an  I  have  not  ballads  made  on  you 
all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,   let  a  cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon ; 
when  a  jeft  is  fb  forward,  and  afoot  too!  I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardolph. 

Gads.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do  again  ft  my  will. 

Poms.  O  'tis  our  fetter,  I  know  his  voice  : 
Bardolphy  what  news  ? 

Bard.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye ;  on  with  your  vizards  j  there's  mo- 
ny  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going  to  the  King's 
Exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King's  tavern. 
Gads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 
Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry,  You  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane :  Ned 

Pohs 
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Poms  and  I  will  walk  lower  ^  if  they  fcape  from  your  encounter, 
then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 

Gad,  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  coward.  Sir  John  Paunch  7 

Fal,  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt y  your  grandfather  ^  but 
yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  we'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poms.  Sirrah,  Jack^  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  hedge,  when 
thou  need'ft  him,  there  (halt  thou  find  him  ^  farewel,  and  ftand 
faft. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  ftiould  be  hang'd. 
P.  Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 
Poms.  Here  hard  by :  ftand  clofe. 

Fal.  Now  my  matters,  happy  man  be  his  dole  fay  I  •  every 
man  to  his  bufinefs. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Come,  neighbour ;  the  boy  fhall  lead  our  horfes  down 
the  hill :  we'll  walk  a  foot  a  while,  and  eafe  our  legs. 
Thieves.  Stand. 
Trav.  Jefii  blefs  us ! 

Fal,  Strike ;  down  with  them,  cut  the  villains  throats  ^  ah ! 
whorfon  caterpillars ^  bacon-fed  knaves,  tliey  hate  us  youth; 
down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ?  no,  ye  fat 
chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.  On  bacons,  on!  what  ye 
knaves?  young  men  muft  live,-  you  are  grand  jurors,  are  ye? 
we'll  jure  ye  i' faith. 

\Here  they  roh  and  h'md  them :  Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true-men :  now  could 
thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves  and  go  merrily  to  London ,  it  would 
be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month,  and  a  good  jeft 
for  ever. 

Poms.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again, 

Fal.  Come  my  mafters,  let  us  fhare,  and  then  to  horfe  be- 
fore day ;  an  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant  cowards, 
there's  no  equity  ftirring.  There's  no  more  valour  in  iLi^ziPoins^ 
than  in  a  wild  Duck. 

P.  Henry.  Your  mony. 

Poins.  Villains. 

l^As  they  are  /barings  the  Prince  and  Poins  fet  upon  them.  They 
all  run  away^  and  FalftafF  after  a  blow  or  two  runs  away 
tooy  leaving  the  booty  behind  them. 

P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.    Now  merrily  to  horie : 
The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  poffcft  with  fear 
So  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  j 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.  Now  Falftaff  fweats  to  death. 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along  : 
Were't  not  for  laughing,  I  fhould  pity  him. 

Poms.  How  the  rogue  roar'd!  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Lord  PercyV  Houfe> 

Enter  Hot-fpur  folusy  readttng  a  letter. 

BUT  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could  he  well  contented  to 
be  there ^  in  refpetl  of  the  love  I  hear  your  houfe.  He  could 

be 
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be  contented  to  be  there  \  why  is  he  not  then  ?  m  refpeB  of  the 
Jove  he  hears  our  houfe :  he  (liews  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  barn 
better  than  he  loves  our  houfe.  Let  me  fee  fome  more.  The  pur^ 
pofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous.    Why  that's  certain :  'tis  dange- 
rous to  take  a  cold,  to  fleep,  to  drink    but  I  tell  you,  my  lord 
fool,  out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  fafety. 
The  purpofe  you  undertake  ts  dangerous ^  the  friends  you  have  named 
uncertam,  the  time  it  felf  unforted,  and  your  whole  plot  too  light ^  for 
the  counterpoize  of  fo  great  an  oppofttion.  Say  you  fb,  fay  you  lb } 
I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  {hallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you 
\  he.    What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?  By  the  lord,  our  plot  is  a  good 
"plot  as  ever  was  laid;  our  friends  true  and  conflant:  a  good 
plot,  good  friends,  and  full  of  expectation  ,•  an  excellent  plot, 
-very  good  friends.    What  a  frofly-lpirited  rogue  is  this  ?  Why, 
my  lord  of  Tork  commends  the  plot,  and  the  general  courfe  of 
the  adion.    By  this  hand,  if  I  were  now  by  this  rafcal,  I  could 
brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.    Is  there  not  my  father,  my  un- 
cle, and  my  felf,  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer^  my  lord  of  Tork,  and 
Owen  Glendower  7  Is  there  not  befides,  the  Dowglas  7  have  I  not 
all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth  of  the  next 
month?  and  are  there  not  fome  of  them  fet  forward  already? 
What  a  Pagan  rafcal  is  this?  an  infidel.    Ha!  you  (hall  fee  now 
in  very  fmcerity  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  King, 
and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings.    O,  I  could  divide  my  felf, 
and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  difh  of  skimm'd  milk  with 
fo  honourable  an  adion.  Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  King.  We 
are  prepared.    I  will  fet  forward  to-night. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate  /  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two  hours. 
Lady,  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 

Por 
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For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 

A  banifli'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 

Tell  me,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 

Thy  ftomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 

Why  doft  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  ? 

And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone  ? 

Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefti  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ? 

And  given  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee. 

To  thick-ey'd  mufmg,  and  curft  melancholy? 

In  thy  faint  (lumbers  I  by  thee  have  watcht. 

And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 

Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed  ; 

Cry,  courage !  to  the  field !  and  thou  haft  talk'd 

Of  fallies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents. 

Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets ; 

Of  bafilisks^  of  cannon,  culverin. 

Of  prifbners  ranfbm,  and  of  foldiers  flain, 

And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 

Thy  Ipirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war. 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftir'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 

That  beads  of  fweat  have  ftood  upon  thy  brow. 

Like  bubbles  in  a  late  difturbed  ftream  : 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appear'd, 

Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath. 

On  fbme  great  fudden  hafte.    O  what  portents  are  thefe  ? 

Some  heavy  bufinels  hath  my  lord  in  hand. 

And  I  muft  know  it ;  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot,  What  ho,  is  G'dl'mms  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv,  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  agone. 

Hot,  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the  Sheriff? 

Serv.  One  horfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  ev'n  now. 

Hot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop  ear,  is  it  not  ? 

Vol.  III.  E  e  Serv, 
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Serv.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot,  That  roan  fliall  be  my  throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  ftrait.  O  Efperancef 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park. 

Lad'y.  But  hear,  you,  my  lord. 

Lady.  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  lady  ? 

Hot.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horle. 

Lady.  Out  you  mad-headed  ape !  A  weazel  hath  not 
Such  a  deal  of  fpleen  as  you  are  toft  with. 
In  faith  I'll  know  your  bufinefs,  that  I  will. 
I  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  fent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprize :  but  if  you  go— — 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  fhall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me 
Diredly  to  this  queftion,  I  (hall  ask. 
I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry^ 
If  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot,  Away,  away,  you  trifler:  love!  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  \  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  f  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 
We  muft  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns. 

And  pals  them  currant  too  gods  me!  my  horfe. 

What  fay'ft  thou,  Kate?  what  wouldft  thou  have  with  me? 

Lady.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then.     For  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  my  (elf     Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft  or  no? 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  a  horfe-back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Katey 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  queftion  me. 

Whither 

'\  Mammets.  i.  e.  girls. 
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Whither  I  go ;  nor  realbn  where  about. 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft ;  and  to  conclude, 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife.    Conftant  you  are. 
But  yet  a  woman  ^  and  for  fecrefie. 
No  lady  clofer.     For  I  will  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know. 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate, 
Lady.  How  fb  far  ? 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  further.    But  hark  you  Kate^ 
Whither  I  go,  thither  ftiall  you  go  too  : 
To-day  will  I  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate? 

Lady.  It  muft  of  force.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE  VIL 

The  Tavern  in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  Prmce  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry. "^^^ ED,  pr'ythee  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and 
X.  ^    lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 
Pmns.  Where  haft  been,  Hal7 

P.  Henry.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongft  three  or 
fourfcore  hogfheads.  I  have  founded  the  very  bafe  ftring  of  hu- 
mility. Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to  a  leafti  of  drawers,  and 
can  call  them  by  their  Chriften  names,  as  Tom,  Dick,  and  Fran- 
cis. They  take  it  already  upon  their  ^  confcience  that  though  I 
be  but  Prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  King  of  courtefie  telling 
me  flatly,  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  Ike  Jack  Falftaff,  but  a  Cor'm- 
th'tan,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy :  and  when  I  am  King  of 
England,  I  fhall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eajl-cheap.  They 

E  e  z  call 

*  confideMe\ 
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call  drinking  deep,  dying  fcarlet  ,•  and  when  you breathe  in 
your  watring,  they  cry  hem !  and  bid  you  play  it  off.  To  con- 
clude, I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that 
I  can  drink  with  any  tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my  life. 
I  tell  thee  Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  honour,  that  thou  wert  not 
with  me  in  this  adion  ^  but  (weet  Ned,  (to  fweeten  which  name 
of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  pennyworth  of  fugar,  clapt  even  now 
into  my  hand  by  an  under  skinker,  one  that  never  fpake  other 
Engl'ift)  in  his  life,  then  Eight  Shdlmgs  and  Stx  Fence,  and  Tou  are 
welcome  Str :  with  this  flirill  addition,  ^non  Sir,  anon  Sir  Score  a 
pint  of  bafiard  in  the  half  moon,  or  (b.J  But  Ned,  to  drive  away  time 
'till  Falfiaff  come,  I  pr'ythee  do  thou  ftand  in  fbme  bye-room, 
while  I  queftion  my  puny  drawer,  t6  what  end  he  gave  me  the 
fugar  ?  and  do  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me 
may  be  nothing  but,  anon.  Step  afide,  and  Fll  fliew  thee  a  pre- 
cedent. 

Poins.  Francis, 

P.  Henry,  Thou  art  perfe(5t. 

Poins.  Francis, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Francis  the  drawer, 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir  look  down  into  the  pomgranet,  Ralph. 
P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis, 
Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis? 

Fran.  Forfooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to  

Poms.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry,  Five  years  by'rlady,  a  long  leafe  for  the  clinking 
of  pewter.    But  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as  to  play  the 
"  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  fliew  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and 
run  from  it.^  Fran, 

^  break. 
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Fran.  O  lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books  in  En- 
gland, I  could  find  in  my  heart   . 

Poms,  Francis, 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir, 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis? 

Fran.  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  ftiall  be— — 

Poms,  Francis. 

Fran,  Anon  Sir  ,•  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  (iigar  thou  ga- 
veft  me,  'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound :  ask  me 
when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  (halt  have  it. 

Poms.  Francis, 

Fran,  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.  Anon,  Francn  7  no,  Francis,  but  to-morrow  Fran- 
cis-, or  Francis,  on  Thurfday,  or  indeed  Francis,  when  thou  wilt. 
But  Francis, 

Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  chriftal-button, 
*  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke-ftocking,  caddice-garter,  fmooth 
tongue,  SpaniJh-^Q\x^. 

Fran.  O  lord.  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only  drink 
for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doublet  will  folly.  In 
Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran,  What,  Sir? 

Poms,  Francis  ? 

P.  Henry,  Away  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  hear  them  call  ? 
[Here  they  both  call,  the  drawer  Jiands  amazed,  not  knowing 
which  way  to  go. 

Enter  J/intner, 

Fint,  What,  ftand'ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a  calling } 

Look 
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Look  to  the  guefts  within.  My  lord,  old  Sir  John  with  half  a 
dozen  more  are  at  the  door ;  fhall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Hewy.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the  door. 
Poms, 

Enter  Poins. 
Poms.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry,  Sirrah,  Paljiaff  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves  are  at 
the  door    ihall  we  be  merry  ? 

Puns,  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye,  what 
cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeft  of  the  drawer  ?  come, 
what's  the  iffue  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  fliew'd  them- 
felves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam^  to  the 
pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  a  clock  at  midnight.  What's  a 
clock,  Francis? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  fellow  fhould  have  fewer  words  than 
a  Parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  Woman.  His  induftry  is  up  ftairs 
and  down  ftairs  ^  his  eloquence  the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am 
not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  hot-fpur  of  the  north  he  that  kills 
me  fome  fix  or  feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft,  wafhes  his 
hands  and  fays  to  his  wife,  fie  upon  this  quiet  life,  I  want  work. 
O  my  fweet  Harry,  fays  ihe,  how  many  haft  thou  kill'd  to-day  ? 
Give  my  roan  horfe  a  drench,  fays  he,  and  an(wers,  (bme  four- 
teen, an  hour  after  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I  pr'ythee  call  in  Falflaff^ 
ni  play  Percy^  and  that  damn'd  brawn  ftiall  play  dame  Morti- 
mer his  wife^  Rwo,  fays  the  drunkard.  Call  in  ribs,  call  in 
tallow. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Poms.  Welome  Jack,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 
FaL  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance  too, 

marry 
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marry  and  Amen.  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy — Ere  I  lead  this 
life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  focks,  and  mend  them,  and  foot  thera 
too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards.  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue. 
Is  there  no  virtue  extant?  [He  dr'mks, 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Than  kifs  a  difh  of  butter  ?  pi- 
tiful-hearted Tttany  that  melted  at  the  fweet  tale  of  the  fun  ?  if 
thou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too  ^  there  is  nothing 
but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man  j  yet  a  coward  is  worfe 

than  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in  it.    A  villainous  coward  Go 

thy  ways  old  Jack,  die  when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  man- 
hood be  not  forgot  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  {hot- 
ten  herring :  there  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in  En- 
glandy  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old,  God  help  the 
while,  a  bad  world  I  fay.  I  would  I  were  a  weaver,  I  could  fing 
pfalms,  and  all  manner  of  fongs.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I 
fay  ftill. 

P.  Henry.  How  now  Woolfack,  what  mutter  you? 

Fal.  A  King's  fon  ?  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy  kingdom 
with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  fubjeds  afore  thee  like 
a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never  wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  You 
Prince  of  Wales  1 

P.  Henry.  Why  you  whorfon  round  man !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward?  anfwer  me  to  that,  and        there  ? 

P.  Henry,  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  I'll  ftab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  I'll  call  thee 
coward ;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I  could  run  as  faft 
as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftrait  enough  in  the  fhoulders,  you  care 
not  who  fees  your  back :  call  you  that  backing  of  your  friends  ? 
a  plague  upon  fuch  backing ;  give  me  them  that  will  face  me — 
Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

P.  Henry,  O  villain,  thy  lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fince  thou 
drunk^ft  laft. 

Fal 
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Fal  All's  one  for  that.  \He  drmks. 

A  plague  of  all  cowards,  ftill,  fay  I. 
P.  Henry.  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  What's  the  matter .'  here  be  four  of  us,  have  ta'en  a  thou- 
fand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  7  where  is  it  ? 

FaL  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us,  it  is ;  a  hundred  upon  poor 
four  of  us. 

P.  Henry,  What,  a  hundred,  man } 

FaL  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  were  not  at  half  /word  with  a  dozen  of 
them  two  hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by  miracle.  I  am 
eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet,  four  through  the  hofe, 
my  buckler  cut  through  and  through,  my  fword  hack'd  like  a 
hand-faw,  ecce  fignum.    I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man ; 

all  would-  not  do.    A  plague  of  all  cowards  let  them  /peak  j 

if  they  fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  villains  and  the 
(bns  of  darknels. 

P.  Henry.  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  it? 

f  Gads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 

FaL  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 

Feto.  No  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

FaL  You  rogue  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them,  or  I 
am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gads.  As  we  were  fliaring,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefli  men  fet 
upon  us. 

FaL  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the  other. 

P.  Henry.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

FaL  All?  I  know  not  what  ye  call  all.^  but  if  I  fought  not 
with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifti  j  if  there  were  not 
two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack^  then  am  I  no  two- 
legg'd  creature. 

Poms.  Pray  heav'n,  you  have  not  murthered  fome  of  them. 

FaL 

t  In  the  old  edition  Roflel  fpeaks  here^  and  not  Gads-hill. 
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^Fal  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  have  pepper'd  two  of 
tnem ;  two  I  am  fure  I  have  pay'd,  two  rogues  in  buckram  fiiits. 
I  tell  thee  what,  Hal,  if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  call 
me  horfe ;  thou  know'ft  my  old  ward  j  here  I  lay,  and  thus  I 
bore  my  point  ^  four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.  Henr'y,  What,  four  ?  thou  faidfl:  but  two,  even  now. 

FaL  Four,  Haly  I  told  thee  four. 

Poms.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

FaL  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrufl:  at  me ; 
I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven  points  in  my  tar- 
get, thus. 

P.  Henry,  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 
Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poms.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henr'y.  Pr'ythee  let  him  alone,  we  (hall  have  more  anon. 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear  me,  Hal  7 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack, 

FaL  Do  fb,  for  it  is  worth  the  hftning  to ;  thefe  nine  in 

buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of-  

P.  Henry.  So,  two  more  already. 

FaL  Their  points  being  broken  

Poms.  Down  fell  his  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground ;  but  I  folio w'd  me  clofe,  came 
in  foot  and  hand;  and  with  a  thought,  feven  of  the  eleven  I 
pay'd. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous!  eleven  buckram  men  grown  out 
of  two  ! 

FaL  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begotten  knaves 
in  Kendal  green,  came  at  my  back,  and  let  drive  at  me ;  (for  it 
was  fo  dark,  Hal^  that  thou  couldft  not  fee  thy  hand.) 

P.  Henry.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them^ 
grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.   Why  thou  clay-brain'd 

Vol.  III.  F  f  guts. 
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gUts,  thou  kfldtfy-paffed  fool,  thou  who^foti  dbfcene  greafie  tal- 

Fal.  What,  An  thod  mad  ?  ^rt  fhou  mad  ?  is  not  the  tfuth, 
the  trutk  ? 

P.  Hem  j.  Why,  hbw  feould'ft  thou  kflow  thefe  men  in  Ken- 
dal green,  when  it  Was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not  fee  thy  hand  > 
come  tell  us  your  reafon  :  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Poms,  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack^  your  reafon. 

Fal.  What,  upon  tortipulfioli  ?  no  ^  wefe  I  at  the  ftrappado, 
or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tell  you  i>n  compul-* 
fion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compulfion !  if  reafbnswere  as  plenty 
as  black-berries,  I  would  give  ho  man  a  reafon  upon  compul- 
fion: I? 

P.  Henry,  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fitt-.  This  fanguine 
coward,  this  bed-preffer,  this  hotfeback-breaker,  this  huge  hill 
of  flefli. 

FaL  Away  youftarveHng,  you  elf-skift,  y&ii  dfy'd  n eats- ton gue,- 
bull's-pizzel,  you  ftock-fifh :  O  for  btfe^th  to  utter !  What  is  like 
thee  ?  You  taylor's  yard,  yOu  (he^h,  you  bow-Cafe^  you  vile 
{landing  tuck. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  breathe  ^  ^hik,  ^ttd  thtti  to't  again ;  and 
when  thou  haft  tir'd  thy  felf  ih  bafe  comparilbns,  hear  me  fpeak 
but  this. 

Poms.  Mark,  yacL 

P.  Henry.  We  two  faw  yoil  fouJ*  (et  on  ifb^r,  you  boun«d 
them,  and  were  mafters  of  their  wealth:  mark  now,  how 
-a  f)lain  tale  fhall  put  you  down.  Then  ^i<J  we  two  fet  on  you 
four,  and  with  a  word,  outfac'd  you  from  your  prize,  and  have 
it,  yea,  and  can  fhew  it  you  here  in  the  houfe.  And  Faljlaff^ 
you  carry'd  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity, 
and  roar'd  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  a¥i*d  r<>ar'd,  as  ever  I  heard 
iyilU-calf  What  a  flave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  fword  as  thou 
haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  trick  ^  what  de- 
vice ? 
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vice  ?  what  ftarting  hole,  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee 
from  this  open  and  apparent  fhame } 

Poms.  Come,  let's  hear  Jack :  what  trick  haft:  thou  now  ? 

Fal.  By  the  lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye. 
Why  hear  ye,  my  mafters  j  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  heir  appa- 
rent ?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince  ?  Why,  thou  knoweft: 
I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules  j  but  beware  infl;in£t,  the  Lion  will 
not  touch  the  true  Prince :  inft:in6t  is  a  great  matter.  I  was  a 
coward  on  inflind :  I  fliall  think  the  better  of  my  felf,  and  thee, 
during  my  life  j  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  Prince. 
But,  by  the  lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  mony.  Hoftiels, 
clap  to  the  doors  watch  to-night,  pray  to-morrow.  Gallants, 
lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowfliip  come 
to  you.  What,  fhall  we  be  merry  ?  (hall  we  have  a  play  ex- 
tempore ? 

P.  He^ry,  Content,  and  the  argument  (hall  be,  thy  running 
away. 

Fal.  Ah,  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  lovefl  me. 

s  c  E  N  E  X. 

Enter  Hofiefs. 
Hofi.  O  Jelu  I  my  lord  the  Prince ! 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hoftefs,  what  fay'ft  thou 
to  me  ? 

Hojl.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the  court  at 
door  would  (peak  with  you  j  he  fays  he  comes  from  your  father, 

P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal  maUj 
and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hofi,  An  old  man. 

FaL  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 

F  f  2  P.  Hem^\ 
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p.  Henry,  Pr'ythee  do,  Jack. 

FaL  Faith  and  111  fend  him  packing.  [Extt. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Sirs,  by'r  lady  you  fought  fair  j  fo  did  you 
PetOy  fo  did  you  Bardolph :  you  are  Lions  too,  you  ran  away 
upon  inftind ;  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince,  no,  fie. 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft  j  how  came  Falfiaff's  fword 
fo  hackt  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  faid,  he  would 
fwear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would  make  you  believe  it 
was  done  in  fight,  and  perfuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafs,  to  make 
them  bleed,  and  then  beflubber  our  garments  with  it,  and  fwear 
it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that^  I  did  not  thefe  feven 
years  before,  I  blufh'd  to  hear  his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftoUeft  a  cup  of  fack  eighteen  years 
ago,  and  wert  taken  in  the  manner,  and  ever  fince  thou  haft 
blufh'd  extempore  j  thou  hadft  fire  and  fword  on  thy  fide,  and 
yet  thou  ranneft  away  ,•  what  inftind:  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors?  do  you  behold 
thefe  exhalations  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend? 
P.  Henry.  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes. 
Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 
P.  Henry,  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

S  C  E  N  E  XI. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How  now  my 
fweet  creature  of  bombaft,  how  long  is't  ago,  Jack,  fince  thou 
faw'ft  thy  own  knee  ? 

FaL 
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Fal.  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  years,  Hal,  I  was 
not  an  Eagle's  talon  in  the  wafte,  I  could  have  crept  into  any 
alderman's  thumb-ring :  a  plague  of  fighing  and  grief,  it  blows 
a  man  up  like  a  bladder.  There's  villainous  news  abroad :  here 
was  Sir  John  Braby  from  your  father  j  you  muft  go  to  the  court 
in  the  morning.  That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  north,  Percy ; 
and  he  of  JFales,  that  gave  Amamon  the  baftinado,  and  made 
Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  devil  his  true  Liege-man  upon- 
the  crofs  of  a  IVelJhAiodk :  what  a  plague  call  you  him  

Poms.  O,  Glendower, 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen ;  the  fame,  and  his  fon-in-law  Mortimer, 
and  old  Northumberland,  and  the  fprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Dowglas, 
that  runs  a  horfeback  up  a  hill  perpendicular  — — 

P.  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  piftol  kills 
a  Sparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it.. 

P.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him,  he  will  not  run  . 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife  him 
fo  for  running? 

Fal.  K  horfeback,  ye  cuckow,  -  but  afoot  he  will  not  budge 
a  foot. 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inftind. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftind :  well,  he  is  there  too,  and  one 
Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue-caps  more.  Worcefler  is  ftoln 
away  by  night:  thy  father's  beard  is  turn'd  white  with  the  news: 
you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  (linking  mackerel. 

P.  Henry.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  \iQt  June,  and 
this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  fliall  buy  maidenheads  as  they  buy 
hob-nails,  by  the  hundred. 

Fal.  By  the  mafs,  lad,  .thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  Uke  we  {hall  have 
good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me  Hal,  art  not  thou  horribly 
afeard  thou  being  heir  apparent,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out 

three 
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three  fuch  enemies  again  as  that  fiend  Z)<?w^//u,  that  (^int  Percy ^ 
^nd  that  devil  Glendawer?  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid?  doth 
not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it 

p.  Henry.  Not  a  whit  i'  faith,  I  lack  fome  of  thy  inftind. 

FaL  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow,  when  thou 
com'ft  to  thy  father :  if  thou  do  love  me,  pradiife  an  anfwer. 

P,  Henry.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?  content :  this  chair  fhall  be  my  ftate,  this  dag- 
ger my  fcepter,  and  this  cufliion  my  crown. 

P.  Henry.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-ftool,  thy  golden 
icepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown  for  a 
pitiful  bald  crown. 

FaL  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee,  now 

Aalt  thou  be  moved  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack  to  make  mine 

^yes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I  have  wept ;  for  I  muft 
ipeak  in  paflion,  and  I  will  do  it  in  King  Cambyfes'  vein. 

P.  Henry,  W ell,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  Stand  afide  nobility — 

Hofi.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. 

Fal.  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen,  for  trickling  tears  are  vain. 

Hofi.  O  the  father !  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ? 

Fal.  For  God's  fake,  lords,  convey  my  triftful  Queen, 
For  tears  do  ftop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hofi.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thofe  harlotry  play- 
ers, as  I  ever  fee. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint-pot,  peace  good  tickle-brain  

*  Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy  time  j 
^  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompany'd :  for  though  the  camo- 
^  mil,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  fafter  it  grows :  yet  youth, 

*  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  wears.  Thou  art  my  fon  ^ 
^  I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my  opinion ;  but  chiefly, 

*  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  thy 

^  nether 
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^  nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  Con.  to  me, 
^  here  lyeth  the  point;  why,  being  fon  to  me,  art  thou  fo 
*^  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  bleffed  Son  of  heav'n  prove  a  f  micher^ 
^  and  eat  black-berries  ?  a  queftion  not  to  be  ask'd.    Shall  the 

*  fon  of  England  prove  a  thief,  and  take  purfes  ?  a  queftion  to 
^  be  ask'd.    There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often 

*  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  name 

*  of  pitch :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  de- 

*  file ;  fo  doth  the  company  thou  keep'ft ;  for  Harry,  now  do  ^ 

*  I  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pkafure,  but 
*^  in  paflfion  ^  not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  alio ;  and  yet  there 
^  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company, , 

*  but  I  know  not  his  name, 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  Majefty  ? 

^  Fal.  A  goodly  portiy  man  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent ;  of  a 
^  chearful  look^  a  plcaiing  eye,  and  a  nioft  noble  carriage ;  and 
'  as  I  think,  his  age  Come  fifty,  or,  by'rlady,  inclining  to  three- 
'  fcore ;  and  now  I  rememba*  me,  his  name  is  Faljiaff:  if  that 

*  man  (hould  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceives  me;  for  Harry,  I 

*  fee  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the  tree  may  be  known  by  the 

*  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it, 
*^  there  is  virtue  in  that  Falftafy  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banifti, 

*  And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft 

*  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Henry.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King?  do  thou  ftand  for 
me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depofe  me.-^  If  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo  majefti- 
caliy,  both  in  word  and  matter,  Jiang  me  up  by  the  heels  for  a 
rabbet-fucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

Fal.  And  here  I  ftand ;  judge,  my  mafters. . 

V.Henry.  No^f/ Harry  ^  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal. 

■f  a  micher,  i.  e.  a  truants  to  mich,  is  to  lurk  out  of  fi^t:  a  hedge- creeper. 
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'Fal.  'My  noble  lord,  from  Eafi-cheap. 

P.  Henry.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  falfe. —  Nay,  Fll  tickle  ye 
for  a  young  Prince. 

^  P.  Henr^.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  boy?  henceforth  ne'er 
^  look  on  me,-  thou  art  violently  carry'd  away  from  grace; 

*  there's  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  of  a  fat  old  man:  a 

*  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.    Why  doft  thou  converfe  with 

*  that  trunk  of  humours,  that  boulting-hutch  of  beaftlinefs,  that 

*  fwoin  parcel  of  dropfies,  that  huge  bombard  of  fack,  that 
'  ftuft  cloak-bag  of  guts,  that  roafted  Mam  'mg-tree  Ox  with  the 
^  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity, 

*  .that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years  ?  Wherein  is  he  good, 

*  but  to  tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but 
^  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ? 
^  wherein  crafty,  but  in  villany  ?  wherein  villainous,  but  in  all 
'  things  ?  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ^ 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you:  whom 
means  your  grace? 

P.  Henry,  That  villainous  abominable  mif-leader  of  youth, 
Falfiaffy  that  old  white-bearded  Sathan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  thou  doft. 
Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in  my 

*  felf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old,  the  more's 

*  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  it;  but  that  he  is,  (faving 

*  your  reverence,^  awhoremafter,  that!  utterly  deny.  If  fack  and 
fugar  be  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked :  if  to  be  old  and  merry, 

*  be  a  fin,  then  many  an  old  hoft  that  I  know  is  damn'd :  if  to 
'  be  fat,  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  \e2Ln  kine  are  to  belov'd. 

*  No,  my  good  lord,  haniihPeto,  haniih  Bardolfh,  hamih  Poms  ^ 

*  but  for  fweet  Jack  Falfiaffy  kind  Jack  Falfiaff,  true  Jack  Fal- 
fi^ffy  valiant  Jack  Falfiaff,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being 

'  as 
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'  as  he  is,  old  Jack  Falftaff;  banifli  not  him  thy  Harr'y's  com- 
'  pany :  banifh  plump  Jack^  and  banifh  all  the  world. 
P.  Henry.  I  do,  I  will. 

Enter  Bardolph  rmn'mg. 

Bard,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  moft  mon- 
ftrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out  you  rogue,  play  out  the  play :  I  have  much  to  fay 
in  the  behalf  of  that  Falfiaff, 

Enter  the  Hofiefs. 

Hoft.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord! 

Fal.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle-flick :  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Hofi.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door :  they 
are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe :  fhall  I  let  them  in  ? 

Fal.  Dofl  thou  hear,  Hal  7  never  call  a  true  piece  of  gold  a 
counterfeit :  thou  art  effentially  mad,  without  Teeming  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  inflind:. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff,  fb,- 
if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well  as  another 
man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up  ^  I  hope  I  fhall  as  foon  be 
ftrangled  with  a  halter,  as  another. 

P.  Henry.  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  reft  walk  above. 
Now  my  mafters,  for  a  true  face  and  good  confcience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had  j  but  their  date  is  out,  and  there- 
fore I'll  hide  me.  [Exeunt  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  &c. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

SCENE  XII. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

P.  Henry.  Now  mailer  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 
Vol.  III.  G  g  Sher, 
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Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.    A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  houfe. 
P.  Henry.  What  men? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known^  my  gracious  lord, 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  man,  I  do  aflure  you,  is  not  here, 
For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him  j 
And,  Sheriff,  I  engage  my  word  to  thee. 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner  time. 
Send  him  to  anlwer  thee,  or  any  man. 
For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withal : 
And  fb  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord :  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Henry.  It  may  be  fo    if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men. 
He  fhall  be  anfwerable  j  and  fo  farewel. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not? 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  clock.  [Exit. 

P.  Henry.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Pauls  ^  go  call 
him  forth. 

Peto.  Falfiaff?  faft  afleep  behind  the  arras,  and  fnorting  hke 
a  horfe. 

P.  Henry,  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath :  fearch  his 
pockets.  [He  fearches  his  pockets,  and  finds  certain  papers. 

P.  Henry.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Peto.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Let's  fee,  what  be  they  ?  read  them. 

Peto.  Item,  a  capon,  2  j.  id. 
Item,  Sawce,  4^. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  ^  s.  Z  d. 
Item,  Anchovcs  and  fack  after  fupper,  zs.  6  d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny.  P.  Henry. 
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p.  Henry.  O  monftrous,  but  one  halfpenny-worth  of  bread, 
to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  >  What  there  is  elfe,  keep  clofe, 
we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  there  let  him  fleep  till  day.  I'll 
to  the  court  in  the  morning :  we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy 
place  {hall  be  honourable.  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge 
of  foot,  and  I  know  his  death  will  be  a  f  march  of  twelvefcore. 
The  mony  {hall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning    and  {b  good  morrow,  Peto. 

Peto,  Good-morrow,  good  my  lord.      ^  [Exeunt, 


ACT   III.     SCENE  1. 
WALES, 

Enter  Hot-{pur,  Worce{ler,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  Owen 

Glendower. 

Mortimer. 

H  E  S  E  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure. 
And  our  induction  full  of  pro{p'rous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer^  and  coufin  Glendower^ 
Will  you  {it  down  ? 

And  uncle  Worcefler  A  plague  upon  it, 

I  have  forgot  the  map. 
Glend,  No,  here  it  is  ; 
Sit  coufin  Percy,  {it,  good  cou{in  Hot-fpur : 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancafier 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale,  and  with 
A  rifing  figh,  he  wiiheth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  fpoke  of. 

G  g  2  Glend, 

i"  i.  e.  it  mil  kill  him  to  march  fo  far  as  tivehefcore  foot. 
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Glend.  I  blame  him  not:  at  my  nativity 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
Of  burning  crelTets;  know  that  at  my  birth. 
The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  So  it  wou'd  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Qlend.  I  fay  the^earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot.  I  fay  the  earth  then  was  not  of  my  mind  5 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fhook. 

Glend.  The  heav'ns  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot.  O,  then  th'  earth  fhook  to  fee  the  heav'ns  on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Difcafed  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  eruptions,-  and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholick  pinch'd  and  vext,  . 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  j  which  for  enlargement  ftriving, 
Shakes  the  old  beldam  earth,  and  topples  down 
High  towers  and  mofs-grown  fteeples.    At  your  birth. 
Our  grandam  earth,  with  this  diftemperature. 
In  paflion  fhook. 

Glend.  Coufin,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croflings :  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  birth 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes. 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  fbrangely  clam'rous  in  the  frighted  fields  : 
Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fliew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living,  dipt  in  with  the  fea 
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That  chides  the  banks  of  England^  Wales ,  or  Scotland^ 
Who  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  (on, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  I  think  there  is  no  man  ipeaks  better  Weljh. 
I'll  to  dinner  

Mort.  Peace,  coufin  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Glend.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  the  vafty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  to  command  the  devil 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee  coz.  to  fliame  the  devil 
By  telling  truth.    Tell  truth ,  and  jhame  the  devil. 
If  thou  have  pow'r  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I've  pow'r  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come! 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bol'mgbroke  made  head 
Againft  my  pow'r    thrice  from  the  banks  of  IVye, 
And  fandy-bottom'd  Severn ,  have  I  fent 
Him  bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home,  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too.' 
How  'fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map:  fhall  we  divide  our  right 
According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ^ 

Mort.  Th'Arch-deacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  alTign'd : 
All  weftward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  fhore. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
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To  Owen  Glendower ;  and  dear  coz.  to  you 

The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 

And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn : 

Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 

(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute) 

To-morrow,  coufin  Percy ^  you  and  I 

And  my  good  lord  of  Worcejier^  will  fet  forth. 

To  meet  your  father  and  the  Scotujh  power. 

As  is  appointed  us  at  Shrewsbury. 

My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet. 

Nor  {hall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days : 

Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 

Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  fhall  (end  me  to  you,  lords : 
And  in  my  conduct  fhall  your  ladies  come. 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fteal  and  take  no  leave. 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  fhed. 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks  my  moiety,  north  from  Burton  here. 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  crankling  in. 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half  moon,  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
rll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up  ; 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Trent  fhall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly: 
It  fhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent. 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind?  it  fhall,  it  mufl,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  i 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide. 
Gelding  th'  oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  oth.T  fide  it  takes  from  you. 
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JVor.  Yes,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here. 
And  on  this  north-fide  win  this  cape  of  land. 
And  then  he  runs  ftrait  and  even. 

Hot,  rll  have  it  fo,  a  httle  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend,  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot,  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 

Hot,  Who  (hall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then. 
Speak  it  m  Weljh, 

Glend.  I  can  /peak  Engltjh,  lord,  as  well  as  you. 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Engl'tflj  court : 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englijh  ditty,  lovely  well. 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpfiil  ornament; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew. 
Than  one  of  thele  fame  meeter-ballad-mongers ; 
Fad  rather  hear  a  brazen  candleftick  tun'd. 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree. 
And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge. 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry ; 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gate  of  a  fhuifling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  fhall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care    I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-deferving  friend  ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  fhall  we  be  gone } 

Glend.  The  moon  fliines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night : 
{I'll  hafte  the     writer)  and  withal. 

Break 

*  He  means  the  writer  of  the  articles. 
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Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence : 
I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  flie  doteth  on  her  Mort  'tmer, 

SCENE  II. 

Mort,  Fie,  coufin  Percy ^  how  you  crofs  my  father  ? 
Hot.  I  cannot  chufe  j  (bmetime  he  angers  me, 
t  With  telling  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  dreamer  Merlm,  and  his  prophecies  ,• 
And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fifli, 
A  clipt-wing'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulting  Raven, 
A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Cat ; 
And  liich  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  ftufF,^ 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.    I  tell  you  what. 
He  held  me  the  laft  night  at  leaft  nine  hours. 
In  reck'ning  up  the  feveral  devils  names, 
That  were  his  lackeys :  I  cry'd  hum,  and  well. 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.    O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.    Fad  rather  live 
With  cheefe  and  garlick,  in  a  windmil  far  ; 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  fummer-houfe  in  Chriftendom. 

Mort.  In  faith  he  was  a  worthy  gentleman  j 

Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 

In  ftrange  concealments    valiant  as  a  Lion  ^ 

And  wond'rous  affable  5  as  bountiful 

As  mines  of  India:  fhall  I  tell  you,  coufin. 

He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refped, 

And 

7'his  alludes  to  an  old  prophecy  'which  is  faid  to  .ham  induced  O.  Glendower  to  take 
arms  againfi  K.  Henry.    See  HallV  Chron.  fol  Zq. 
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And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcope, 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour    'faith  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  aHve 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger  and  reproof. 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

IVor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful  blame, 
And  fince  your  coming  here  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 
You  muft  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault ; 
Though  fometimes  it  fhews  greatnefs,  courage,  blood. 
And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you , 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defed:  of  manners,  want  of  government. 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain : 
The  leaft  of  whith,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Loleth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides. 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot,  Well,  I  am  fchool'd  :  good  manners  be  your  ipeed 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Glendower,  with  the  ladtes, 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me. 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  EngU/hy  I  no  Welflo, 

Glend,  My  daughter  weeps,  flie  will  not  part  with  you,. 
She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  fhe'll  to  the  wars. 

Mort.  Good  father,  tell  her,  fhe  and  my  aunt  P^rcy 
Shall  follow  in  your  condud  fpeedily, 

[Glendower  fpeaks  to  her  m  Welfh,  and  Jhe  anjwers  htm  m 
the  fame^ 

Vol.  IIL  H  h  Glend. 
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Glend.  She's  defp'rate  here  :  a  peevifti  felf-will'd  harlotry, 
That  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon. 

\The  Lady  /peaks  m  Welfli. 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  looks  j  that  pretty  Weljh^ 
Which  thou  pow'r'ft  down  from  thofe  two  (welling  heavens, 
I  am  too  perfed:  in :  and  but  for  fhame, 

In  fuch  a  parly  fliould  I  anfwer  thee.  \The  Lady  again  m  Welfli. 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeble  difputation : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
'Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language :  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Weljh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  fummer's  bower. 
With  ravifhing  divifion  to  her  lute. 

Glend.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  fhe  run  mad. 

\The  Lady  fpedks  again  in  Welfh. 
Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 
Glend.  She  bids  you, 
All  on  the  wanton  rulhes  lay  you  down. 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  {he  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you. 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  deep. 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs; 
Making  fuch  diff'rence  betwixt  wake  and  fleep, 
As  is  the  diff'rence  betwixt  day  and  night. 
The  hour  before  the  heav'nly-harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progreis  in  the  eall:. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart  I'll  fit,  and  hear  her  fing : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Do  fo  ^ 
And  thofe  muficians  that  fhall  play  to  you. 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence  ^ 
Yet  ftrait  they  fhall  be  here :  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot. 
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Hot.  Come,  Kate^  thou  art  perfe<5t  in  lying  down :  come, 
quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  [71^^  mufick  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  Weljh,  and  'tis  no 
marvel  he  is  fo  humorous :  by'rlady  he's  a  good  mufician. 

Lady.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mufical,  for  you  are 
altogether  govern'd  by  humours :  lie  ftill  ye  thief,  and  hear  the 
lady  ling  in  Welfh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady^  my  brach,  howl  in  Irijh, 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 
^     Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Then  be  ftill. 

Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee. 

Hot.  To  the  Weljh  lady's  bed. 

Lady.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  fhe  fings.     \Here  the  Lady  ftngs  a  Welfti  fong. 
Come,  I'll  have  your  fbng  too. 
Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh !  you  fwear  like  a  comfit-ma- 
ker's wife,  not  you,  m  good  footh and,  as  true  as  1  love  y  and, 
as  God  Jhall  mend  me  ,•  and,  as  fure  as  day ;  and  giveft  luch  farcenet 
fiirety  for  thy  oaths,  as  if  thou  never  walk'dft  further  than  Fmsbury, 
Swear  me,  Kate^  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leave  infooth, 
And  jfuch  proteft  of  pepper-ginger-bread, 
To  velvet-guards,  and  Sunday-ciiiz^m. 
Come  fing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Rohm-Red-Breafi 
teacher:  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away  within  thefe  two 
hours :  and  fo  come  in,  when  ye  will.  - 
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Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mort'mer,  you  are  as  flow. 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this,  our  book  is  drawn :  we  will  but  feal. 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

priND  so  R. 

Enter  K'mg  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  T*  O  R  D  S,  give  us  leave ;  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  I 
J— •  Muft  have  fome  private  conference  :  but  be  near. 

For  we  fhall  prefently  have  need  of  you.   [Exeunt  Lords. 

I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 

For  fbme  difpleafmg  fervice  I  have  done,- 

That  in  his  fecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 

He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me : 

But  thou  doft  in  thy  paffages  of  life 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark'd 

For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heav'n, 

To  punifh  my  miPtreadings.    Tell  me  elfe, 

Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires. 

Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts, 

Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety. 

As  thou  art  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to. 

Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood. 

And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart? 

P.  Henry.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  wiih  I  could 
Qiiit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe. 
As  well,  as  I  am  doubtlefs  I  can  purge 
My  felf  of  many  I  am  charged  withal. 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

As 
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As  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devisM, 

Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatnefs  needs  mufl:  hear, 

By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  news-mongers ; 

I  may  for  fome  things  true,  (wherein  my  youth 

Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular) 

Find  pardon,  on  my  true  (ubmiflion. 

K.  Henr^y.  Heav'n  pardon  thee ;  yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry y 
At  thy  affedions,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fiipply'd  • 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court  and  Princes  of  my  blood. 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd,  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 
'  Had  I  fo  lavifti  of  my  prefence  been, 

*  So  common-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men, 
^  So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  ,• 

^  Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 

^  Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  poffeftion, 

^  And  left  me  in  reputelefs  baniftiment, 

'  A  fellow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood. 

'  By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir 

'  But  like  a  comet  I  was  wondred  at  j 

'  That  men  would  tell  their  children,  this  is  he. 

'  Others  would  fay,  where  ?  which  is  Bol'mgbroke  7 

*  And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefie  from  heav'n, 
'  And  dreft  my  felf  in  luch  humility, 

^  That  1  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 

*  Loud  ftiouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 
'  Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 

^  Thus  I  did  keep  my  perfon  frefh  and  new. 
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*  My  prefence  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

*  Ne'er  feen,  but  wonder'd  at ;  and  fo  my  ftate, 

*  Seldom  but  fumptuous,  fhewed  like  a  feaft, 

*  And  won,  by  rarenels,  fuch  fblemnity. 

^  The  skipping  King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 

*  With  fliallow  jefters,  and  rarti  bavin  wits, 

'  Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt,-  carded  his  ftate, 

/  Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools, 

^  Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns, 

*  And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 
^  To  laugh  at  gybing  boys,  and  ftand  the  pufli 
'  Of  every  beardlefs,  vain  comparative  : 

^  Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
^  Enfeoffed  himfelf  to  popularity : 

*  That  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 
^  They  (urfeited  with  honey,  and  began 

'  To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  little 
'  More  than  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 

*  So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen, 

'  He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  June, 

*  Heard,  not  regarded,-  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes, 
*■  As  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 

*  Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze  ,• 

*  Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  Majefty, 

^  When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes : 

*  But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-hds  down, 
'  Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpe(5t 

*  As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries, 

*  Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftand'ft  thou  ,• 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  privilege 
With  vile  participation.    Not  an  eye. 
But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save 
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Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  j 
Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do. 
Make  Wind  it  felf  with  fooUfti  tendernefs. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lord. 
Be  more  my  felf. 

K.  Henry.  For  all  the  world. 
As  thou  art  at  this  hour,  was  Rkhard  then. 
When  I  from  France  fct  foot  at  Ravenfpurg  ^ 
And  ev'n  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot. 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thou,  the  (hadow  of  fucceflion ! 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right. 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  realm. 
Turns  head  again  ft  the  Lion's  armed  jaws 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou. 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  rev'rend  bifhops  on, 
To  bloody  battels,  and  to  bruifing  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  DowglaSy  whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  arms. 
Holds  from  all  foldiers  chief  majority. 
And  military  title  capital. 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift. 

Thrice  hath  this  Hot-fpur  Mars  in  fwathing  cloaths. 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglas,  ta'en  him  once, 

Enlarged  him^  and  made  a  friend  of  him. 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up. 

And  fiiake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy ,  Northumberland ^ 

Th'  Arch-bifhop's  grace  of  Tork,  Dowglas  and  Mortimer y 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 
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But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  news  to  thee  ? 
Why^  Harry^  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 
Which  art  my  near'll:  and  deareft  enemy  ? 
Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  vaffal  fear^ 
Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleen, 
To  figh  t  again  ft  me  under  Percy's  pay, 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  curt'fie  at  his  frowns. 
To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  fhall  not  find  it  fo 
And  heav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me. 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head. 
And  in  the  clofing  of  Ibme  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  (on : 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask. 
Which  wafht  away,  fhall  fcowre  my  fname  with  it. 
And  that  {hall  be  the  day,  when  e'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hot-fpur,  this  all-praifed  Knight 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry ^  chance  to  meet. 
For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 
My  {hames  redoubled !  for  the  time  will  come. 
That  I  fliall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  fa(5tor,  good  my  lord, 
T'  cngrols  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf : 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fb  ftri6l  account. 
That  he  fiiall  render  every  glory  up. 
Yea,  even  the  flighteft  worfhip  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  rcck'ning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  henr'n,  I  promife  here  : 
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The  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive, 
I  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature  ^ 
If  not,  the  end  of  Hfe  cancels  all  bonds. 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow.  . 

K.  Henry,  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this! 
Thou  fhalt  have  charge,  and  foveraign  truft  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt  7  thy  looks  are  full  of  (peed. 

Blunt.  So  is  the  buiinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word. 
That  Dowglas  and  the  Engltjh  rebels  met 
Th'  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand. 
As  ever  offer'd  foul  play  in  a  ftate. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  fVefimorland  fet  forth  to-day : 
With  him  my  fbn,  lord  John  of  Lancajlery 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old. 
On  Wednefday  next,  Harry ^  thou  {halt  fet  forward : 
OnThur/day,  we  our  felves  will  march :  our  meeting 
Is  at  Bridgnorth  ;  and  Harry,  you  fhall  march 
Through  GUfierjhtre :  ^  by  which,  fome  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgenorth  fliall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away, 
^Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay.  [Exeunt. 

*  By  which  account 

Our  bufinefs  valued^  fome  twelve  days  hence 
Our  gen' ral  forces  

b  Advantage  feeds  himfat^  while  men  delay.    Firft  edition. 
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SCENE  V. 

T I'uern  in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  FalftaflF  and  Bardolph. 

FaL  D  ^rdolphy  am  I  not  fall'n  away  vilely,  fince  this  laft  adion  > 
jLJ  Do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not  dwindle?  why,  my  skin  hangs 
about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe  gown :  I  am  withered  like  an 
old  apple  John.  Well,  Hi  repent,  and  that  luddenly,  while  I  am  in 
fome  liking :  I  (hall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly,  and  then  I  fliall 
have  no  ftrength  to  repent.  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the 
infide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's 
horle  the  infide  of  a  church !  company,  villainous  company 
hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  Johny  you  are  fb  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 
Fal.  Why  there  is  it ;  come  fing  me  a  bawdy  fong,  to  make 
me  merry :  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a  gentleman  need  to 
be ;  virtuous  enough  ,•  fwore  little ;  diced  not  above  feven  times 
a  week  3  went  to  a  bawdy-houle  not  above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,-  paid  mony  that  I  borrow'd,  three  or  four  times,-  liv'd 
well,  and  in  good  compafs  j  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out 
of  all  compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fb  fat.  Sir  John,  that  you  muft  needs 
be  out  of  all  compafs,  out  of  all  reafonable  compafs.  Sir  John, 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my  life.  Thou 
art  our  admiral,  thou  bearefl  the  lanthorn  in  the  poop,  but  'tis 
in  the  nofe  of  thee    thou  art  the  knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John^  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  rll  be  fworn  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as  many 
a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento  mart.  I  never  fee 
thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell  fire,  and  Dtves  that  liv'd  in  pur- 
ple j  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes  burning.  If  thou  wert  any  way 

given 
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given  to  virtue,  I  would  Jfwear  by  thy  face ;  my  oath  ftiould  be, 
by  this  fire ;  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over  and  wert  indeed, 
but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the  fon  of  utter  darknefs.  When 
thou  rann'ft  up  Gads-h'dl  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did 
not  think  thou  haft  been  an  tgms  fatms,  or  a  ball  of  wild-fire, 
there's  no  purchafe  in  mony.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual  triumph, 
an  everlafting  bonfire  light  j  thou  haft  faved  me  a  thoufand  marks 
in  links  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  ta- 
vern and  tavern ;  but  the  fack  that  thou  haft  drunk  me  would 
have  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's 
in  Europe.  I  have  maintain'd  that  Salamander  of  yours  with 
fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  years,  heav'n  reward  me 
for  it. 

Bard,  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Fal.  God-a-mercy  f  fo  Ihould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart-burn'd. 

Enter  Hojiefs, 

How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen,  have  you  enquir'd  yet  who 
pick'd  my  pocket? 

Hofi,  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think.  Sir  John  ?  do  you 
think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe  ?  I  have  fearch'd,  I  have  en- 
quir'd, fo  has  my  husband,  man  by  man,  boy  by  boy,  fervant 
by  fervant :  the  tight  of  a  hair  was  never  loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Ye  He,  hoftefs,-  Bardolph  was  fhav'd,  and  loft  many  a 
hair  and  I'll  be  fworn  my  pocket  was  pick'd ;  go  to,  you  are 
a  woman,  go. 

Hofi.  Who  I?  I  defie  thee;  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in  mine 
own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hoft.  No,  Sir  John :  you  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John  I  know 
you,  Sir  John  ^  you  owe  me  mony.  Sir  John,  and  now  you  pick 
a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I  bought  you  a  dozen  of  fhirts  to 
your  back. 

I i  1  FaL 
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Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  away  to  ba- 
ker's wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of  them. 

Hofl,  Now  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eight  {hillings 
an  ell :  you  owe  mony  here  befides.  Sir  John^  for  your  diet, 
and  by-drinkings,  and  mony  lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pounds. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hofl.  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face :  what  call  you  rich  ? 
let  him  coin  his  nofe,  let  him  coin  his  cheeks :  I'll  not  pay  a 
denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  yonker  of  me  ?  fhall  I  not  take 
mine  eafe  in  mine  inn,  but  I  fhall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have 
loft  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand-father's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Hofl.  O  Jefu!  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I  know  not 
how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

Fah  How  ?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack^  a  fneak-cup ;  and  if  he  were 
here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would  fay  fb. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Rnter  Pr  'mce  Henry  marchmg^  and  Falftaff  meets  h  'tm^  play  'mg 

on  his  Truncheon  like  a  Ftfe^ 

FaL  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ?  muft  we  all 
march  ? 

Bard,  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fafliion, 
Hofi,  My  lord,  I  pray  you  hear  me. 

P.  Henr^.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Miftrefs  ^ickl'y  7  how  does  thy 
husband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 
Hofi.  Good,  my  lord,  hear  me. 
Fal.  Pr'ythee  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 
P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Jack? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the  arras,  and 
had  my  pocket  pickt :  this  houfe  is  turn'd  bawdy-houfe,  they 
pick  pockets. 

P.  Henry» 
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p.  Henr^.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  beheve  me,  Hall  three  or  four  bonds  of  forty 
pound  a-piece,  and  a  jfeal-ring  of  my  grand-father's. 

P.  Henry.  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Hoft.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord ;  and  I  faid,  I  heard  your  grace 
fay  jfb :  and,  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely  of  you,  like  a  foul- 
mouth'd  man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would  cudgel  you» 

P.  Henry.  What!  he  did  not? 

Hoji.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman-hood  inmeel/e. 

FaL  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd  pruen ; 
no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox  ,•  and  for  woman- 
hood, M.2i\A-Mar}an  may  be  the  deputy's  wife  of  the  ward  to 
thee.    Go  you  thing,  go. 

Hofi.  Say,  what  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 

Fal.  What  thing  ?  why  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hofi.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou  fhould'ffi 
know  it :  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife  and  fetting  thy  knight- 
hood afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  fb. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft  to  fay 
otherwile. 

Hofi.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave  thou  ? 
FaL  What  beaft  ?  why  an  Otter. 
P.  Henry.  An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter  ? 
Fal.  Why?  ftie's  neither  fifh  norfleflij  a  man  knows  not  where 
to  have  her. 

Hofi.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  fo ;  thou,  or  any 
man,  knows  where  to  have  me,-  thou  knave  thou. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs,  and  he  flanders  thee 
moft  grofly. 

Hfi.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord,  and  faid  this  other  day,  you 
ow'd  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  A  thoiifind  pound,  Hal?  a  million  5  thy  love  is  worth 
a  million  .  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love.  Hofl» 
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Hofi,  Nay,  my  lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack^  and  faid  he  would 
cudgel  you. 

FaL  Did  I,  Bardolfhl 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  Johriy  you  (aid  (b. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Henry,  I  fay  'tis  copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as  thy 
word  now  ? 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a  man  I  dare  ^ 
but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  the  roaring  of  the 
Lion's  whelp. 

P.  Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  Lion  ? 

Fal.  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion,-  do'ft  thou 
think  I'll  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  father  ?  nay,  if  I  do,  let  my 
Girdle  break. 

P.  Henry.  O,  if  it  {hould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about  thy 
'knees !  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith,  truth,  nor  ho- 
nefty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine  ^  it  is  all  fill'd  up  with  guts  and  mi- 
driff. Charge  an  honeft  woman  with  picking  thy  pocket!  why 
thou  whorfon,  impudent,  imboft  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing 
in  thy  pocket  but  tavern  reckonings.  Memorandums  of  bawdy- 
houfes,  and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee 
long-winded ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other  inju- 
ries but  thefe,  I  am  a  villain  and  yet  you  will  ftand  to  it,  you 
will  not  pocket  up  wrongs.    Art  thou  not  afham'd  ? 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal7  thou  know'ft  in  the  ftate  of  in- 
nocency,  Adam  fell;  and  what  fliould  poor  Jack  Falftaff  Ao,  in 
the  days  of  villainy  i  thou  feeft,  I  have  more  flefti  than  another 
man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.    You  confels  then  you  pickt 
'  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Henry.  It  appears  fb  by  the  ftory. 

fal.  Hoftels,  I  forgive  thee :  go  make  ready  breakfaft  love 
thy  husband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  cherifli  thy  guefts :  thou 
flialt  find  me  tradable  to  any  honeft  reafon :  thou  feeft,  I  am 

pacify'd 
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pacify'd  ftill.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee  be  gone.  [Exit  Hofiefs, 

Now,  Hal^  to  the  news  at  court  for  the  robbery,  lad :  how  is 
that  anfwer'd  ? 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  ftill  be  good  angel  to 
thee.    The  mony  is  paid  back  again. 

FaL  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back    'tis  a  double  labour. 

P.  Henry.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father^  and  may  do 
any  thing. 

FaL  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft,  and  do 
it  with  unwafh'd  hands  too. 
Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  have  procured  thee.  Jack,  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  {hall  I  find  one 
that  can  fteal  well  ?  O,  for  a  fine  thief,  of  two  and  twenty,  or 
thereabout ;  I  am  heinoufly  unprovided.  Well,  God  be  thanked 
for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none  but  the  virtuous.  I  laud  them, 
I  praife  them. 

P.  Henry.  Bardolph, 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lancafter,  to 
my  brother  John.  This  to  my  lord  of  Weflmorland^  go  PetOy 
to  horfe;  for  thou  and  I  have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  din- 
ner time.  Jack^  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-Hall  at  two 
a  clock  in  the  afternoon,  there  fhalt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and 
there  receive  mony  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning,  Fercy  ftands  on  high. 
And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lye. 

Fal.  Rare  words !  brave  world !  hoftefs,  my  breakfaft,  come : 
Oh,  I  could  wifti  this  tavern  were  my  drum!  \Exemt. 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  1. 

At  SHREPFSBVRr 
Enter  Hot-lpur,  Worcefter,  and  Dowglas. 

H  OT-SPUR. 

ELL  faid,  my  noble  Scot    if  fpeaking  truth 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery. 
Such  attribution  fliould  the  Dowglas  have. 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  ftamp 

L 

Should  go  fo  gen'ral  currant  through  the  world. 
By  heav'n^  I  cannot  flatter :  I  defic 
The  tongues  of  foothers.    But  a  braver  place 
•In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  your  felf. 
^ay,  task  me  to  my  word  5  approve  me,  lord. 

Dow,  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour : 
"No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
^ut  I  will  beard  him. 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Hot.  Do,  and 'tis  well— — What  letters  haft  thou  there  ? — 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  come  from  your  father. 

Hot.  Letters  from  him  ?  why  comes  he  not  himfelf  ? 

Me[f.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he's  grievous  fick. 

Hot.  Heav'ns !  how  has  he  the  leifiire  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time  ?  Who  leads  his  power ; 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  ? 

Mejf.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I  his  mind. 

Wcr,  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed? 

MeJf. 
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Mejf.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  let  forth  : 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyfician. 

IVor.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  ?  droop  now  ?  this  ficknefs  doth  infed 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize  ; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. 

He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  ficknefs  

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 

Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn :  nor  thought  he  meet 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 

On  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement. 

That  with  our  finall  conjunction  we  fhould  on. 

To  fee  how  fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us : 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 

Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  polTeft 

Of  all  our  purpofes.    What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

IVor.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot,  A  perillous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopt  off : 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not  ^  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  fhall  find  it.    Were  it  good. 
To  fet  the  exad  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  cafl  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  '  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour. 
It  were  not  good ;  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope. 
The  very  lifl,  the  very  utmofl  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dow.  Faith,  and  fo  we  fhould 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 

Vol.  III.  K  k 
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We  now  may  boldly  ipend,  upon  the  hope 

Of  what  is  to  come  in : 

A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot,  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto. 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  hete : 
The  quality  and  ^  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion :  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  meet  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fiich  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  fadtion. 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe : 
For  well  you  know,  we  of  th'  ^offending  fide. 
Mull  keep  aloof  from  ftrid  arbitrement. 
And  flop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafbn  may  pry  in  upon  us : 
This  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain. 
That  fiiews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  feaoc 
Before  not  dreamt  upon. 

Hot.  You  ftrain  coo  far. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe : 
It  lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  ^  glare  to  your  great  enterprife. 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here :  for  men  muift  thiak^ 
If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head. 
To  pufh  againft  the  kingdom  ;  with  his  help. 
We  fhall  o'erturn  it  topfie-tiarvy  down^ 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Dow.  As  heart  can  think    there  is  not  luch  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland^  as  this  ^term  of  fcar. 

SCENE 
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Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coufin  VemoHy  welcome  by  my  foul. 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  Earl  of  Weflmorland^  fev'n  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hither,  with  Prince  John  of  Lancajier. 

Hot.  No  harm ;  what  more  ? 

Fer.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd. 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedily. 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  fhall  be  welcome  too  :  where  is  his  fon  > 
The  nimble- footed  mad-cap  Prince  of  Wales ^ 
And  his  comrades,  that  daft  the  world  afide 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  All  furnifht,  all  in  arms. 
All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  wind 
f  Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats  like  images. 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  Ma'y^ 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fiin  at  Mtdfummery 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry,  with  his  beaver  on. 
His  f  cuiiTes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd. 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury  j 
And  vaulted  with  fiich  eafe  into  his  feat. 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  clouds. 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
And  f  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfhip. 

"f  Baited,  i.  e.  flutter' d  the  wings. 
"f  cuiffes, /r.  armour  for  the  thi^s. 
■J"  luitch,  for  beivitchj  charm. 

Kk  2  Hot. 
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Hot.  No  more,  no  more  j  worfe  than  the  Sun  in  March^ 
This  praife  doth  nourifli  agues  j  let  them  come. 
They  come  Uke  facrifices  in  their  trim. 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoaky  war, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them. 
The  mailed  Mars  fliall  on  his  altar  fit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.    I  am  on  fire. 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours.    Come,  let  me  take  my  hor(e. 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thunder-bolt, 
Againffc  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Harry  to  Harry  (hall,  and  horfe  to  horfe 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  One  drop  down  a  coarle. 
Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come. 

Ver,  There  is  more  news : 
I  learn'd  in  fVorcefiery  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  pow'r  this  fourteen  days. 

Dow.  That's  the  word  tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet. 

fVor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  battle  reach  unto  ? 

f^er.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be. 
My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away. 
The  pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily : 
Dooms-day  is  near  j  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolph. 

FaL  TD  Ardolphy  get  thee  before  to  Coventry ;  fill  me  a  bottle  of 
jLJ  fack :  our  foldiers  (hall  march  through :  we'll  to  Sutton^ 
cop-hill  to-night. 

Bard,  Will  you  give  me  mony,  captain  ? 

Fal,  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard,  This  bottel  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour  j  and  if  it  make  twen-^ 
ty,  take  them  all,  I'll  anfwer  the  coynage.  Bid  my  lieutenant 
Feto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard,  I  will,  captain  ^  farewel.  \Ex  'tt, 

Fal,  If  I  be  not  afham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a  fowc'd  gur- 
net :  I  have  mif-us'd  the  King's  prefs  damnably.  '  I  have  got, 
'  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and  fifty  foldiers,  three  hundred 
'  and  odd  pounds.    I  prefs  me  none  but  good  houfholders,  yeo- 

*  mens  fons    enquire  me  out  contracted  batchelois,  fuch  as  had 

*  been  ask'd  twice  on  the  banes :  luch  a  commodity  of  warm 
'  flaves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  devil,  as  a  drum;   fuch  as 

*  fear  the  report  of  a  culverin,  worfe  than  a  flruck-fowl,  or  a 

*  hurt  wild  duck.    I  prefs  me  none  but  fach  toafts  and  butter, 

*  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins  heads,  and  they 

*  have  bought  out  their  fervices:  and  now  my  whole  charge  con- 

*  fifts  of  ancients,  corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  compa- 

*  nies,  flaves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where 

*  the  glutton's  dogs  licked  his  fores  ^  and  fuch  as  indeed  were 
^  never  foldiers,  but  dif-carded  unjuft  fervingmen,  younger  fons 

*  to  younger  brothers:  revolted  tapfl:ers,  and  oftlers  trade-fall'n, 
*■  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world  and  long  peace ;  ten  times  more 
^  difhonourrbly  ragged,  than  an  old-fac'd  ancient  5  and  fuch 

'  have 
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*  have  I  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out 

*  their  fervices ;  that  you  would  think  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty 
^  tatter'd  prodigals,  lately  come  from  fwine-keeping,  from  eating 
^  draff  and  husks.  A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told 
^  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  preft  the  dead  bodies. 

*  No  eye  hath  feen  fuch  skare-crows :  Til  not  march  through  Co- 
^  ventry  with  them,  that's  flat.  Nay,  and  the  villains  march 
'  wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  f  gyves  on  for  indeed, 
^  I  had  the  moft  of  them  out  of  prifon.    There's  but  a  fhirt  and 

*  a  half  in  all  my  company  and  the  half  {hirt  is  two  napkins 
^  tack'd  together,  and  thrown  over  the  (boulders  like  a  herald's 
^  coat  without  fleeves ;  and  the  fiiirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  ftoll'n 
^  from  my  hoft  of  St.  Alhans or  the  red-nos'd  Inn-keeper  of 
^  Da  'mtry,  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  linnen  enough  on  every 

J  hedge. 

Enter  Pr'mce  Henry,  and  Weftmorland. 

P.  Henr'y.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  how  now,  quilt  ? 

Fal.  What,  Hal?  How  now,  mad  wag,  what  a  devil  do'll 
thou  in  JVarwkkJh'tre?  My  good  lord  of  JVefimorland,  I  cry  you 
mercy,  I  thought  your  honour  had  already  been  at  Shrewsbury. 

Wefl.  'Faith,  Sir  John^  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were  there, 
and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there  already.  The  King,  I 
can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ;  we  muft  away  all  to-night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat,  to  ileal 
cream. 

P.  Henry.  I  think  to  (leal  cream  indeed,  for  thy  theft  hath 
already  made  thee  butter ;  but  tell  me,  Jack^  whofe  fellows  are 
thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal^  mine. 

P.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs :  food  for  powder,  food 
for  powder  ,•  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  better  j  tufh  man,  mor- 
tal men,  mortal  men. 

Weji. 
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Weft.  Ay,  but  Sir  John^  methiaks  they  are  exceeding  poor 
and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they  had 
that  ,•  and  for  their  barenefs,  I  am  fure  they  never  learn'd  that 
of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  I'll  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three  fingers  on 
the  ribs,  bare.  But,  Sirrah,  make  hafte.  Percy  is  already  in 
the  field. 

FaL  What,  is  the  King  encamp'd  ? 

IVefi,  He  is,  Sir  John:  I  fear  we  {hall  ilay  too  long. 

FaL  Well, 

The  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft. 

Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueft.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

At  SHREprSBVRT 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon. 

7f /"Fll  fight  with  him  to-night. 
V  V        Wor,  It  may  not  be. 
Dow,  You  give  him  th^n  advantage. 
F^er.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  mot  for  fiipply  ? 
Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtfiil. 

fVor.  Good  eoufin  be  advis'd,  ftir  not  to-night. 

yer.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Dow.  You  do  not  counfel  well; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  flander,  Dowglas:  by  my  life. 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life, 
If  well-reipeded  honour  bid  me  on, 
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I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battel. 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Dow.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

/^r.  Content. 

Hot.  To-night,  fay  I. 

Fer.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be :  I  wonder  much. 
Being  men  of  luch  great  leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  y  certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  demon's  are  not  yet  come  up. 
Your  uncle  JVorcefier's  horfe  came  but  to-day. 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half,  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot,  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  gen'xal,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low : 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

JVor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours: 
For  God's  fake,  coufin,  flay  'till  all  come  in. 

[The  Trumpet  founds  a  parley, 

S  CE  NE  V. 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpe^St. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt  :  and  would  to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination  - 
Some  of  us  love  you  well,-  and  ev'n  thofe  fbme 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality,- 

But 
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But  (land  againft  us  like  an  enemyi  '  ^ 

Blunt,  And  heav*!!  defend,  tot  Hill  I  ftiould  ftand  fo, 

So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule  * 

You  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty. 

But  to  my  charge. — —The  King  hath  fent  to  know 

The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon  ^  ^'  ' 

You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 

Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  land 

Audacious  cruelty.    If  that  the  King  ff^^  ^^-^  ^ 

Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot. 

Which  he  confeffeth  to  be  manifold. 

He  bids  you  name  your  griefs  ,•  and  with  all  fpeed 

You  (hall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft : 

And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe. 

Herein  mif-led  by  your  luggeftion. 

Hot.  The  King  is  kind :  and  well  we  know,  the  King 

Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 

My  father  and  my  uncle,  and  my  felf^ 

Did  give  him  that  fame  royalty  he  wears : 

And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong. 

Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

A  poor  unminded  out-law,  fneaking  home. 

My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fhore : 

And  when  we  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafier^ 

To  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace, 

With  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal ; 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 

Swore  him  affiftance,  and  performed  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee, 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages. 

Vol.  Ill,  L  1  Attended 
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Attended  him  on  bridges,  ftood  in  lanes, 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffcr'd  him  their  oaths. 
Gave  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  ^following  him 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  prefently,  as  greatnefs  knows  it  fdiv 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 
Upon  the  naked  fliore  at  Ravenfpurg : 
And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edids,  and  fome  ftrait  decrees. 
That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  common-wealth  i 
Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and  by  this  face. 
This  Teeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : 
Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  fav'rites  that  the  abfent  King 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfbnal  in  the  Ir'tjh  war. 
Blunt.  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 
In  fliort  time  after,  he  deposed  the  King, 
Soon  after  that  deprived  him  of  his  life : 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  ftate. 
To  make  that  worfe,  fiiffer'd  his  kinfman  Marchj 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  right  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  King)  to  be  engaged  in  Wales ^ 
There,  without  ranfom,  to  lie  forfeited : 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  vi(5fcories. 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence. 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board. 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  court, 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 


*  follow' d. 
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And  in  conclufion  drore  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety ;  and  withal  to  pry 
Into  his  title  too,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect,  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 

Hot.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter \  well  withdraw  a  while: 
Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  liirety  for  a  fafe  return  again 
And  in  the  morning  early  fliall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes :  and  fo  farewel. 

Blunt,  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  It  may  be,  (b  we  fliall. 

Blunt.  Pray  heav'n  you  do.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  VI. 

Enter  the  Archhtjhop  of  York,  and  Sir  Michell. 

Tork.T^  Tie,  good  Sir  AGchelly  bear  this  fealed  brief 
-L  JL  With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Mareflial, 
This  to  my  coufiii  Scroop,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  wou'd  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mkh.  My  lord,  I  guels  their  tenour. 

Tork,  Like  enough. 
To-morrow,  good  Sir  Mtchell,  is  a  day 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.   For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  giv'n  to  underftand. 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry ;  and  I  fear.  Sir  Mkhell, 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
Whole  pow'r  was  in  the  firft  proportion  5 

h\  z  And 
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And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  abfence  thence,         •>  ni  I) 
Who  with  them  was  fa  ^  rated  finew  too,  ^  ]  io  ! 

And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies  5  J^iH 
I  fear  the  pow'r  of  Percy  is  too  weak. 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

Sir  Mich,  Why,  my  good  lord,  there's  DowglaSy  and  lord 
Mortimer,  ,  01  oO 

Tork.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon^  Harry  Percy y 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefler^  and  a  head  .<"j  'wio  -^'\v  ^ 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen.  V-ivrii 

Tork.  And  fb  there  is :  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together  * 

The  Prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancafier^    . 

The  noble  Weflmorland,  and  warlike  Blunt  y 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eftimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  Mkh,  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  fhall  be  well  oppos'd* 

Tork,  I  hope  no  lefs:  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear. 
And  to  prevent  the  worft.  Sir  Mkhell,  /peed  ^ 
For  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King 
Difmils  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us  ,• 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy. 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends ;  and  fb  farewel.  Sir  MtchelL  \Exeum, 

f  rated  firmly. 

-)-  a  rated  finew,  fo  the  firfi  editm,  i.  e.  accounted  a  llrong  aid. 
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ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

S  HRETVS  BV  RT 

Ent^r  King  Henry,  Pr'mce  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 
'  - Earl  of  Weftmorland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  FalftafF. 

K.  Henry. 

O  W  bloodily  the  lun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill:  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diftemperature. 

P.  Henry.  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes, 
And  by  his  hollow  whiftling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempeft,  and  a  bluft'ring  day. 

K.  Henry.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathize,. 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thofe  that  win. 

\T1oe  trumpet  founds. 

Enter  Worcefter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lord  of  l/For'fter?  'tis  not  well. 
That  you  and  I  fliould  meet  upon  (uch  terms 
As  now  we  meet.    You  have  deceiv'd  our  trufts, 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafie  robes  of  peace. 
To  crufh  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  ft  eel  : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  welL 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war. 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light  ^ 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
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A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 

Of  broached  mifchief,  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours :  for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K.  Henry,  You  have  not  fought  it.  Sir  ?  How  comes  it  then  ? 

Fal,  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Henry,  Peace,  -[Ckevet,  peace. 

fFor,  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  iodks 
Of  favour,  from  my  felf,  and  all  our  houfe ; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  lord. 
We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends : 
For  you,  my  ftafF  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  pofted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kils  your  hand. 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I : 
It  was  my  felf,  my  brother,  and  his  fbn. 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  dangers  of  the  time.    You  Iwore  to  us. 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  at  Doncajiery 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  flate. 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  right. 
The  feat  of  Gaunt y  Dukedom  of  Lancafier, 
To  this,  we  fware  our  aid :  but  in  fhort  fpace 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  fhow'ring  on  your  head. 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you. 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time. 
The  feeming  fufPrances  that  you  had  born. 
And  the  contrarious  winds  that  held  the  King 

So 

t  Chevet,  fr*  a  holjier. 
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So  long  in  the  unlucky  tn/h  wars. 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead : 

And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd. 

To  gripe  the  gen'ral  (way  into  your  hand ; 

Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafier ; 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fb, 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  Cuckow's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow ;  did  opprefs  our  neft. 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fb  great  a  bulk. 

That  ev'n  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight 

For  fear  of  (wallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake  to  fly 

Out  of  your  ^i^t^  and  raife  this  prefent  head : 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  (iich  means 

As  you  your  felf  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf^ 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance. 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth. 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  entcrprize. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated, 
Proclaim'd  at  market  crofles,  read  in  churches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  difcontents  ,* 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation  : 
And  never  yet  did  Infiirred:ion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confiifion. 

P.  Henry.  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  a  Ibul 
Shall  pay  frill  dearly  for  this  bold  encounter. 
If  once  they  join  in  tryal.  Tell  your  nephew. 

The 
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The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world  c. 

In  praife  of  Henry  Peny:  By  my  hopes, 

(This  prefent  enterprize  fet  off  his  headj 

I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman. 

More  adive,  valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 

More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 

To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 

For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fliame, 

I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry, 

And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too. 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  Majefty,  ; 

I  am  content  that  he  fhall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation. 

And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 

Try  fortune  with  him,  in  a  fingle  fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee, 
Albeit,  confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it  :  No,  good  Woffler,  no. 
We  love  our  people  well  ^  even  thofe  we  love 
That  are  mif-led  upon  your  coufin's  part : 
And  will,  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace  ,• 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  coufin,  and  return  me  word 
What  he  will  do.    But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us. 
And  they  fhall  do  their  office.    So  be  gone. 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply ; 

We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly.  \Rxit  Worcefter. 

P.  Henry,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Dowlas  and  the  Hot-fpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Henry,  Hence  therefore,  every  leader  to  his  charge. 

For 
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For  on  their  anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them ; 

And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  jufl.  \ Exeunt, 

SCENE  11. 

Manent  Prmce  Henry  and  Falftaff, 

FaL  Haly  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battel,  and  beftride  me, 
fo ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfliip. 

P.  Henry.  Nothing  but  a  ColofTus  can  do  thee  that  fri^ndfliip : 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bed  time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  oweft  heav'n  a  death. 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet :  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him  before 
his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him  that  calls  not  on 
me  ?  well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour  pricks  me  on.  But  how  if 
honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on  ?  *  how  then  ?  can  ho- 
^  nour  let  to  a  leg  ?  no.    or  an  arm  ?  no.    or  take  away  the 

*  grief  of  a  wound  ?  no.  honour  hath  no  skill  in  lurgery  then  ? 

*  no.  What  is  honour  ?  a  word,  what  is  that  word  honour  ? 
^  Air  I  a  trim  reckoning,   who  hath  it  ?  he  that  dy'd  a  fVed- 

*  nefday.    doth  he  feel  it?  no.    doth  he  hear  it?  no.    is  it 

*  infenfible  then  ?  yea,  to  the  dead,  but  will  it  not  live  with  the 

*  living  ?  no.   why  ?  Detradion  will  not  iiiffer  it,  therefore  I'll 

*  none  of  it.  honour  is  a  meer  fcutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my 
'  catechifm.  [Exit^ 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

PFor.  O  no,  my  nephew  mull  not  know.  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  King. 
f^er,  'Twere  beft  he  did. 
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J¥or.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poflible,  it  cannot  be. 
The  King  ftiou'd  keep  his  word  in  loving  us  ,• 
He  will  fufped  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifli  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  fhall  be  ftuck  full  of  eyes 
For  treafbn  is  but  trufted  like  the  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  To  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up. 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks ; 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  flail. 
The  better  cherifh'd,  flill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  th'  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood. 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 
A  hare-brain'd  Hot-fpur,  govern'd  by  a  fpleen : 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head. 
And  on  his  father's.    We  did  train  him  on. 
And  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us. 
We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  coufin,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  King. 

J^er.  Deliver  what  you  will.  Til  fay  'tis  fb. 
Here  comes  your  coufin. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  and  Dowglas. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd : 
Deliver  up  my  lord  of  W ^Jimorland. 
Uncle,  what  news  ? 

iVor,  The  King  will  bid  you  battel  prefently. 
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DoTV,  .Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  fVeftmorJand. 

Hot,  Lord  Dowglas ;  go  you  then  and  tell  him  fo. 

Dow.  Marry  I  fhall,  and  very  willingly.        [Exit  Dowglas. 

fVor,  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid. 

IVor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances. 
Of  his  oath-breaking ;  which  he  mended  thus. 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forlworn. 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms,  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowglas.  ' 

Dow.  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms  j  for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henrfs  teeth  : 
And  We.flmorland  that  was  ingag'd  did  bear  it, 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King, 
And,  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads. 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fliort  breath  to-day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.    Tell  me,  tell  me, 
How  fhew'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 

F^er.  No  by  my  foul :  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unleis  a  brother  fliould  a  brother  dare. 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 
Trim'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue. 
Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle. 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praile  : 
And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed. 
He  made  a  blufhing  f  cital  of  himfelf, 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 

M  m  2  As 
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As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning  inftantly. 
There  did  he  paufe ;  But  let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope. 
So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 
Hot.  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 

Upon  his  follies  j  never  did  I  hear 

Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  a  liberty. 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 

I  will  embrace  him  with  a  fbldier's  arm. 

That  he  {hall  (hrink  under  my  courtefie. 

Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.    And  fellows,  foldiers,  friends. 

Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do. 

Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue. 

Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfiiafion. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  hfe  is  {hort : 
To  fpend  that  (hortnefs  bafely  were  too  long, 
Tho'  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point. 
Still  ending  at  th'  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings : 
If  die;  brave  death,  when  Princes  die  with  us. 
Now  for  our  confciences,  the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

MeJf,  My  lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale. 
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For  I  profels  not  talking :  only  this. 

Let  each  man  do  his  beft.    And  here  draw  I 

A  (word,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ftain 

With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal, 

In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 

Now  t  Efperance  /  Percy y  and  fet  on : 

Sound  all  the  lofty  inftruments  of  war  ,•  ' 

And  by  that  mufick  let  us  all  embrace : 

For  (heav'n  to  earth)  fome  of  us  never  ftiall 

A  fecond  time  do  fiich  a  courtefie. 

\They  embrace y  then  exeunt.    The  Trumpets  found, 

SCENE  VI. 

The  King  entreth  with  his  power ;  Alarm  to  the  battel.  Then 
enter  Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  thus  in  battel  crofleft  me  ? 
What  honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  head  ? 

Dow,  Know  then,  my  name  is  Dowglasy 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battel  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Dow.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs  j  for  inftead  of  thee.  King  Harry, 
This  (word  hath  ended  him,  fo  ftiall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifbner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haaghty  Scot, 
And  thou  ftialt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Fight y  Blunt  is  /lain :  then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  O  Dowglasy  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot. 

Dow.  All's  done,  all's  won,  here  breathlefs  lies  the  King. 

Hot. 

t  This  was  the  vjord  ef  battel  on  Percy  V  ftde.   See  Hall' J  Chron,  fol.  iz. 
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Hot.  Where? 
Dow,  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglas  7  no :  I  know  this  face  full  well : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt y 
Semblably  furnifti'd  like  the  King  himfelf. 

Dow.  Ah  f  fool  go  with  thy  foul  whither  it  goes, 
A  borrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear^ 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats, 

Dow.  Now  by  my  (word,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats, 
I'll  murther  all  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away. 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIL 

Alarm,  enter  Falftaff  folus. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  fcape  fhot-free  at  Londm,  I  fear  the  fhot 
here :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft,  who  art  thou  ? 
Sir  Walter  Blunt?  there's  honour  for  you,-  here's  no  vanity  :  I 
am  as  hot  as  moulten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too :  heav'n  k^ep  lead 
out  of  me,  I  need  no  more  weight  than  mine  own  bowels.  I  have 
led  my  rag-o-muffians  where  they  are  pepper'd  there's  not  three 
of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive  j  and  they  are  for  the  town's 
^nd,  to  beg  during  life.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henr^.  What,  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here?  lend  me  thyfword. 
Many  a  noble  man  lies  ftark  and  ftifF 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd.    Lend  me  thy  fword. 

FaL  O  Haly  1  pr'ythee  give  me  leave  to  breathe  awhile.  Turk 

Gregory 
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Gregory  never  did  jfiich  deeds  in  arms,  as  I  have  done  this  day. 
I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have  made  him  fiire. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  Hving  to  kill  thee : 
I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my  Iword : 
but  take  my  piftol  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry,  Give  it  me :  what,  is  it  in  the  eafe  ? 

FaL  Ay  Haly  'tis  hot.    There's  that  will  fack  a  city. 

\The  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  of  Sack, 

P.  Henry,  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now? 

[Throws  it  at  him,  and  exit, 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him ,  if  he  do  come  in  my 
way,  fo ;  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly,  let  him  make 
a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  fuch  grinning  honour  as  Sir  Wal- 
ter hath :  give  me  life,  which  if  I  can  fave,  fo ;  if  not,  honour 
comes  unlook'd  for,  and  there's  an  end.  \Exito 

SCENE  VIII. 

Alarm y  Rxcurfions,  Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord  John 
of  Lancafter,  and  the  Earl  of  Weftmorland. 

K.  Henry,  I  pr'ythee,  Harry,  withdraw  thy  felf,  thou  bleedeft 
too  much  :  Lord  John  of  Lancafler,  go  you  with  him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. ' 

P.  Henry.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 
Leaft  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  do  fb  : 
My  lord  of  fVeftmorland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 

Weji.  Come  my  lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent. 

P.  Henry.  Lead  me,  my  lord !  I  do  not  need  your  help^ 
And  heav'n  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this^ 
Where  ftain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on. 

And 
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And  rebels  arms  triumph  in  maffacres. 

Lan,  We  breath  too  long ;  come  conCm  IVeJImorland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies,  for  heav'ns  fake  come. 

P.  Henry.  By  heav'n  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lancafler^ 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit  : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  refped  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry.  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry.  Oh  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  [Ex. 

Manet  K.  Henry.    Enter  Dowglas. 

Dow.  Another  King  ?  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads  : 
I  am  the  Dowglas  fatal  to  all  thole 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.    What  art  thou 
That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfon  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  King  himlelf,  who,  Dowglas,  grieves  at  heart 
So  many  of  his  fhadows  thou  haft  met. 
And  not  the  very  King.    I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  field  j 
But  feeing  thou  fall'ft  on  me  fb  luckily 
I  will  affay  thee :  fb  defend  thy  (elf. 

Dow.  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 
And  yet  in  faith  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  King : 
But  mine  Fm  liire  thou  art,  who  e'er  thou  be. 
And  thus  I  win  thee.        [They  fight:  the  King  being  m  danger^ 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scoty  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again :  the  fpirits 
Of  Sherly^  Stafford^  Blunt^  are  in  my  arms  j 

It 
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It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

\They  fight y  Dowglas  flyeth. 
Chearly,  my  lord  j  how  fares  your  grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  faccour  fent. 
And  fb  hath  Clifton :  I'll  to  Cltfton  ftrait. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while. 
Thou  haft  redeemed  my  loft  opinion. 
And  fliew'd  thou  mak'ft  fbme  tender  of  my  life. 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry,  O  heav'n,  they  did  me  too  much  injury. 
That  ever  faid  I  hearkened  for  your  death. 

If  it  were  (b,  I  might  have  let  alone  J 
Th'  infulting  hand  of  Dowglas  over  you. 
Which  would  have  been  as  Ipeedy  in  your  end. 
As  all  the  pois'nous  potions  in  the  world. 
And  fav'd  the  treach'rous  labour  of  your  fbn. 

K.  Henry.  Make  up  to  Cltfton ^  V\\  to  Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey, 

[Exit, 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy, 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  fVales ;  and  think  not,  Percy y 
To  (hare  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere. 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign. 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales, 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  it,  Harry ^  for  the  hour  is  come 
V  o  l.  III.  N  n  To 
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To  end  the  one  of  us  ,•  and  would  ,to  heav'n 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine. 

P.  Hejiry.  I'll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot,  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [Ftgkf^ 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal-^  to  it,  Hd,  Nay,  you  fliall  findao  bop 
play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  figh^^  ix/kh  Falftal^  who  jcdh  down  as  if 
he  were  dead.    The  Pr'mce  k^lls  Percy. 

Hot,  Oh  Harry  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  youth : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life. 
Than  thofe  proud  tides  thou  haft  won  of  me ; 

They  wound  my  thoughts  warfe  than  thy  fword  my  flcfk:  ^ 

But  thought's  the  (lave  of  Hfe,  and  life  time's  fool  ^ 

An<l  time,  that  takes  lurvey  of  all  the  world, 

Muft  have  a  ft  op.  O,  I  could  prophefie. 

But  that  the  'earthy  aad  cold  hand  of  death. 

Lyes  on  my  tongue ;  no,  Percy ^  thou  art  duft. 

And  food  for   [Dies. 

P.  Henry,  Wo«»%  brave  Percy..    Fare  thee  weJi! 
rll-weav'd  ambition,  how  mvnck  art  tkott  ftituakl 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  i 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough !  this  earth  that  bears  th^e  dead. 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ftout  a  gentlemao. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefie, 
I  ftiould  not  make  fo  grea;t  a  fliow  of  zeal. 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face. 
And  ev'n  in  thy  behalf.  III  thank  my  fel£ 

Eot 

«  earth)  and  the 
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For  doing  thefe  fair  rites  of  tenderne/s. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heav'n. 

Thy  ignominy  deep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 

But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph.  [He  fees  FalftafF, 

 What!  old  acquaintance  !  could  not  all  this  flefli 

Keep  in  a  Uttle  life  ?  poor  Jacky  farewel. 
I  could  have  better  (par'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  fhould  have  a  heavy  mils  of  thee. 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck.  fo  fat  a  Deer  to-day. 
Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray : 
Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 

'Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lye.  [Exit, 

SCENE  X. 

Falftaff  rtfes, 

Fal,  Imbowell'd!  if  thou  imbowel  me  to-day,  I'll  give  you 
leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  to-morrow !  'Sblood,  'twas  time 
to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and 
lot  too.  Counterfeit  ?  I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit  to  die,  is  to 
be  a  counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who 
hath  not  the  life  of  a  man :  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a 
man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  per- 
fciSt  image  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour,  is  difcre- 
tion ;  in  the  which  better  part,  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid 
of  this  gun-powder  P^rc};,  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  fhould 
counterfeit  too^  and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  better 
counterfeit ;  therefore  I'll  make  him  fiire ;  yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I 
kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I  ?  nothing  confutes 
me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me.  Therefore,  fnrah,  with  a 
new  wound  in  your  thigh  come  you  along  with  me. 

[Takes  Hot-fpur  on  hts,  i^-c 
Nn  2  S  C  V  ' 
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SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Prmce  Henry  and  John  of  Lancafter. 

P.  Henry.  Come  brother  Johny  full  bravely  haft  thou  flefht 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan.  But  foft,  whom  have  we  here? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 
And  breathleJfs  on  the  ground :  art  thou  alive. 
Or  is  it  Fancy  plays  upon  our  eye-fight? 
I  pr'ythee  /peak,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears :  thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  not  a  double  man ;  but  if  I 
am  not  Jack  Falflaffy  then  am  I  a  Jack :  there  is  Percy,  if  your 
father  will  do  me  any  honour,  fb  j  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next 
Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be  Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  affure  you. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee  dead. 

Fal.  Did'ft  thou  ?  lord,  lord,  how  the  world  is  given  to  ly- 
ing !  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath,  and  fb  was  he ; 
but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a  long  hour  by  i^r^'w^- 
bury  clock  :  if  I  may  be  believed,  fb ;  if  not,  let  them  that  fhould 
reward  valour  bear  the  fin  upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take't  on 
my  death  I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh :  if  the  man  were 
alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my 
fword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Henry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John. 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 

I'll  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have.       Retreat  is  founded. 
The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 
Come  brother,  let's  to  th'  higheft  of  the  field. 

To 
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To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.  [Exeunt, 
FaL  I'll  follow  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that  rewards 
me,  heav'n  reward  him.  If  I  do  grow  great  I'll  grow  lefs  •  for 
I'll  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a  noble  man 
fhould  do.  \Extt, 

SCENE  XII. 

TToe  Trumpets  found:  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord 
John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weftmorland,  with  Worcefter  and 
Vernon  Pr'tfoners, 

K.  Henry,  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited  Wor'Jler^  did  we  not  lend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you? 
And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
Miliife  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  truft  ? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  flain  to-day, 
A  noble  Earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If  like  a  chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  born 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

fVor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to. 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently. 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Henry.  Bear  Worcefter  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

\Exe,  Worceiler  and  Vernon. 

How  goes  the  field? 

P.  Henry.  The  gallant  Scot^  lord  Dowglas,  when  he  (aw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him. 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men 
Up<'»n  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  refl 
And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fb  bruis'd 
That  the  puriuers  took  him.   At  my  tent 

The 
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•The  Dowlas  is,  and  I  befeech  your  grace 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Heyiry,  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then  brother  John  o^^Lancafier^  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  (hall  belong : 
Go  to  the  Dowglas^  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free : 
His  valour  (hewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fiich  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  boibm  of  our  adverfaries. 

*  Lan.  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtefie. 
Which  I  fhall  give  away  immediately. 

K.  Henry,  Then  this  remains    that  we  divide  our  power. 
You  (on  John,  and  my  coufin  Weflmorlandy 
Tow'rds  Tork  (hall  bend  you,  with  your  deareft  fpeed, 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  Prelate  Scroop y 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms. 
My  felf  and  my  fon  Harry  will  tow'rds  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendower  and  the  Earl  of  Marche, 
Rebellion  in  this  land  fhall  lofe  his  fway. 
Meeting  the. check  of  fiich  another  day; 
And  fince  this  bufineifs  fo  far  fair  is  done. 
Let  us  not  leave  'till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt, 

*  'thefe  two  lines  added  out  of  the  firfi  edition. 
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HENRI  IV 


A   C   T  I. 
INDUCTION. 


Enter  RUMOUR,    *pamted  full  of  Tongues. 

•^^^^^  PEN  your  ears :  for  which  of  you  will  flop 

The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  fpeaks  ? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft 
Making  the  wind  my  poft-horfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  ads  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth. 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  (landers  ride. 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce. 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  ^  men  with  falfe  reports  : 
I  fpeak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 
And  who  but  Rumour^  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  mufters  and  prepared  defence, 
Whilft  the  big  year,  fwoln  with  fome  other  griefs. 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  war. 
And  no  fuch  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 

*  'This  direSiion,  ivhkh  is  only  to  be  found  in  the  firft  edition  in  quarto  of  i5oo,  ex- 
claim a  paJJ  age  in  what  follows^  ot^erwife  obfcure.  ^  them. 

HI.  O  o  Blown 
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Blown  by  furmifes,  jealoufies,  conje6tures 

And  of  fo  eafie  and  fo  plain  a  flop, 

That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  heads. 

The  ftill-difcordant-wavering  multitude 

Can  play  upon  it.    But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 

Among  my  houfhold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 

I  run  before  King  Harry's  vidory, 

Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hot-fpur  and  his  troops ; 

Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 

Even  with  the  rebels  blood.    But  what  mean  I 

To  fpeak  ^  fb  true  at  firft  ?  my  office  is 

To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot-fpur's  fword ; 

And  that  the  King  before  the  Dowglas  rage 

Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  towns  j 

Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury, 

And  this  worm-eaten  hole  of  ragged  ftone. 

Where  Hot-fpur's  father,  old  Northumberland 

Lies  crafty-fick.    The  pofts  come  tiring  on, 

And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 

Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me.    From  Rumour's  tongues. 

They  bring  fmooth  comforts  falfe,  worfe  than  true  wrongs.  [&. 

-  ■  ■  ■-  -  —         —   ..  ,.       ...  ■—— — — 

S  C  E  N  E  I. 

JslorthumberlancTs  Caftle. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolph,  and  the  Porter  at  one  door. 

Bard.  \7[  7^  H  ^  keeps  the  gate  here,  hoa  ?  where  is  the  Earl  ? 
V  V    Port,  What  fhall  I  fay  you  are.^ 

Bard, 

^  of  truth. 
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Bard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  lordfhip  is  walk*d  forth  into  the  orchard  ; 
Pleafe  it  your  honour  knock  but  at  the  gate. 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here's  the  Earl. 

North.  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  ?  ev'ry  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fbme  ftratagem. 
The  times  are  wild :  Contention,  like  a  horfe 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loole. 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  Earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 

North.  Good,  if  heav'n  willf 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifli : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death  : 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fbn. 
Prince  Harry  (lain  outright  ,•  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Dowglas  ,•  young  Prince  John^ 
And  Weflmorland^  and  Stafford^  fled  the  field. 
And  Harry  Monmouth^  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John^ 
Is  prifbner  to  your  fbn.    O,  luch  a  day. 
So  fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairly  won. 
Came  not  'till  now,  to  dignifie  the  times 
Since  defafs  fortunes. 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  7 

Bard.  I  Ipake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from  thence, 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name. 
That  freely  render'd  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  fervant  TraverSy  whom  I  fent 
On  Tuefday  laft,  to  liften  after  news. 

O  o  2  Bard. 
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Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties. 
More  than  he,  haply,  may  retail  from  me. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Travers. 

North.  Now  Travers^  what  good  tidings  come  with  you  ? 

7ra.  My  lord.  Sir  John  Umfrev'd  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings;  and  being  better  hors'd 
Out-rode  me.    After  him  came  fpurring  hard 
A  gentleman,  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed, 
That  ftopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe : 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chefler  j  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shrewsbury  7 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  ill  luck. 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold. 
With  that  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head. 
And  bending  forward,  ftruck  his  ^  agile  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head,  and  ftarting  fb. 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way. 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North.  Ha  ?  again  : 
Said  he  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold  ? 
Rebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you. 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony.    Ne'er  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  fiiould  the  gentleman  that  rode  by  Travers 
Give  then  fuch  inllances  of  lofs  ? 

Bard,  Who  he  ? 


«  able. 
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He  was  fbme  f  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftol'n 

The  horfe  he  rode  on    and  upon  my  life 

Spake  at  adventure.    Look,  here  comes  more  news. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretels  the  nature  of  a  tragick  volume : 
So  looks  the  ftrond,  '^whereon  th' imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ulurpation. 
Say,  Morton,  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mort.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord, 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieft  mask 
To  fright  our  party. 

North,  How  doth  my  fon,  and  brother  ? 
Thou  trembled,-  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  fiich  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs. 
So  dull,  fb  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gone. 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd: 
But  Prtam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue : 
And  I,  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'ft  it. 
This  thou  would'ft  fay  :  your  fon  did  thus,  and  thus  ^ 
Your  brother,  thus :  fo  fought  the  noble  Dowglas, 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
But  in  the  end,  to  flop  mine  ear  indeed. 
Thou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife. 
Ending  with  brother,  fon,  and  all,  are  dead! 

Mort,  Dowglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet 
But  for  my  lord  your  fon  

North,  Why,  he  is  dead.. 


-f  hilding,  for  hinderling  j  i.  e.  hafe,  degenerate. 
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See  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath ; 

He.  that  but  fears  the  thing.he  would  not  know, 

Hath,  by  inftind,  knowledge  from  other  eyes. 

That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanc'd.    Yet  Morton^  fpeak : 

Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  divination  lies  ; 

And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  diigrace. 

And  make  thee  rich,  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mort.  You  are  too  great,  to  be  by  me  gainfaid : 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North,  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percfs  dead. 
I  fee  a  ftrange  confeflion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  ftiak'ft  thy  head,  and  hold'ft  it  fear,  or  fin. 
To  (peak  a  truth.    If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death : 
And  he  doth  fin  that  doth  belie  the  dead. 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  office :  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Remembered,  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard,  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  Ibn  is  dead. 

Mort.  I'm  forry  I  fiiould  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which  I  would  to  heav'n  I  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  ftate, 
Rend'ring  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath'd. 
To  Henr'y  Monmouth ,  whofe  (mit  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Pet-cy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence,  with  life,  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few;  his  death,  whofe  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  duUeft  peafant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  beft  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops. 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  ftcel'd  ,• 

Which 
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Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  ifpced 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hot-fpufs  lo{s. 
Lend  to  this  weight  fiich  lightnefs  with  their  fear. 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim. 
Than  did  our  foldiers  aiming  at  their  fafety, 
Fly  from  the  field.    Then  was  that  noble  Woffter 
Too  fbon  ta'en  prifbner :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Dowglas  whofe  well-labouring  fword 
Had  three  times  flain  th'  appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  ftomach  and  did  grace  the  fhame 
Of  thofe  that  tui'n'd  their  backs,  and  in  his  flight 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.    The  lum  of  all 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  pow'r  t'  encounter  you,  my  lord. 
Under  the  condud:  of  young  Lancafter 
And  JVeflmorland.    This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this,  I  fhall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfick :  and  this  news. 
That  would,  had  I  been  well,  have  made  me  fick. 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafiire  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  wretch  whofe  feaver-weaken'd  joints, 
Like  ftrengthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life. 
Impatient  of  his  fit  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms ;  ev'n  fo  my  limbs 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief. 
Are  thrice  themfelves.    Hence  therefore  thou  nice  crutch^ 
A  fcaly  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  fteel 
Muft  glove  this  hand.    And  hence  thou  fickly  quoif. 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head 
Which  princes  flefti'd  with  conqueft  aim  to  hit. 

Now 
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Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 
The  ragged'ft  hour  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon  th'enrag'd  Northumberland  / 
'  Let  heav'n  kifs  earth !  now  let  not  nature's  hand 
^  Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd ;  let  order  die, 
^  And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  fbage 

*  To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  a<^ : 
^  But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cam 

^  Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that  each  heart  being  let 
^  On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 

*  And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead! 

^  Bard.  This  ftrained  paflion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord ; 
Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour. 

Mort.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health,  the  which  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ftormy  paffion,  muft  perforce  decay. 
^  You  caft  th'  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  (umm'd  the  account  of  chance,  before  you  faid 
Let  us  make  head :  it  was  your  prefurmife. 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  fon  might  drop : 
You  knew  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er : 
You  were  advis'd  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  fears    and  that  his  forward  Ipirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd  : 
Yet  did  you  fay,  Go  forth.    And  none  of  this, 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ftiff-born  adion.    What  hath  then  befall'n, 

c  This  line  is  only  in  the  firji  edition^  where  it  is  fpoken  by  Urafreville,  ivho  /peaks  ne 
where  elfe.    It  feems  necejjary  to  the  connexion. 

^  'the  fourteen  'lines^  from  hence  to  BardolphV  next  fpeech,  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  firfl 
editions^  ''till  that  in  folio  of  i6i^.  A  very  great  number  of  other  lines  in  this  play  arein- 
ferted  after  the  firfl  edition  in  like  manner^  but  of  fuch  fpirit  and  mafiery^  generally,  that 
the  infertions  are  plainly  by  Shakefpear  himfelf. 


Or 
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Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth. 
More  than  that  being,  which  was  Hke  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs. 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dang'rous  feas. 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  was  ten  to  one : 
And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  gain  propos'd, 
Choak'd  the  refped  of  likely  peril  fear'd  j 
And  fince  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mort.  'Tis  more  than  time    and  my  moft  noble  lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  {peak  the  truth : 
^  The  gentle  Arch-bifhop  of  Tork  is  up 
With  well  appointed  powers :  he  is  a  man 
Who  with  a  double  (iirety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord,  your  fon,  had  only  but  the  corps. 
But  fhadows,  and  the  fliews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs,  conftrain'd 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide :  but  for  their  fpirits  and  fouls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 
As  fifli  are  in  a  pond.    But  now  the  bifliop 
Turns  infiirredion  to  religion  ; 
Supposed  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts. 
He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind : 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rifing  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Richard^  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones  5 
Derives  from  heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe 
Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land 
Gafping  for  life,  under  great  Boltngbroke : 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before :  but  to  fpeak  truth. 

Vol.  III.  P  p 

6  All  the  follozving  lines  to  the  end  of  this  f^eech  are  not  in  the  firfi  edition. 
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This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 

Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  man 

The  apteft  way  for  fafety  and  revenge  : 

Get  pofts,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed. 

Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falftaff,  with  his  Page  bear'mg  his  /word  and  buckler, 

Fal.  Qlrrah,  you  giant,  what  fays  the  dodor  to  my  water  ? 

O  Page.  He  faid.  Sir,  the  water  it  felf  was  a  good  ^  healthy 
water.  But  for  the  party  that  own'd  it,  he  might  have  more 
difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

Fal.  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me.  The  brain 
of  this  foolifli-compounded-clay,  Man,  is  not  able  to  invent  any 
thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented 
on  me.  I  am  not  only  witty  in  my  felf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit 
is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  Sow,  that 
hath  ovewhelmed  all  her  litter,  but  one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee 
into  my  fervice  for  any  other  reafon  than  to  fet  me  off,  why 
then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whorfbn  mandrake,  thou  art 
fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I  was 
never  mann'd  with  an  agot  'till  now :  but  I  will  fet  you  nei- 
ther in  gold  nor  filver,  but  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back 
again  to  your  mafter,  for  a  jewel.  The  Juvenil,  the  Prince  your 
mafter !  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fledg'd  I  will  fooner  have  a  beard 
grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he  fhall  get  one  on  his  check  : 
yet  he  will  not  ftick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a  face-royal.  Heav'n  may 
finifh  it  when  it  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet :  he  may  keep  it 
ftill  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  fliall  never  earn  fixpence  out  of 
it  j  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fince 

his 

*  healing. 
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his  father  v^^as  a  batchelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he 
is  almoft  out  of  mine,  I  can  aflure  him.  What  faid  Mr.  Dom- 
bledoHy  about  the  fatten  for  my  fhort  cloak  and  flops  ? 

Page.  He  faid.  Sir,  you  fliould  procure  him  better  aiTurance 
than  Bardolph:  he  would  not  take  his  bond  and  yours^  he  hk'd 
not  the  lecurity. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  Hke  the  glutton,  may  his  tongue 
be  hotter,  a  whorfon  Achhophel,  a  rafcally-yea-for(both-knave, 
to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and  then  ftand  upon  fecunty  7  the 
whorlbn-fmooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  flioes,  and 
bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles  ^  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with 
them  in  honeft  taking  up,  then  they  muft  ftand  upon  fecuniy : 
I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  rats-bane  in  my  mouth,  as  offer  to 
ftop  it  with  fecurity.  I  looked  he  fliould  have  fent  me  two  and 
twenty  yards  of  fatten,  as  I  am  a  true  knight,  and  he  fends  me 
fecurity.  Well,  he  may  fleep  in  fecurity,  for  he  hath  the  horn 
of  abundance.  And  the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  fliines  through  it, 
and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have  his  own  lanthorn  to  hght 
him.    Where's  Bardolph  7 

Page,  He's  gone  into  Sm'tthfield  to  buy  your  worfliip  a  horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Pauls,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horfe  in 
Sm'tthfield.  If  I  could  get  me  but  awifeintheftews,  Iweremann'd, 
hors'd,  and  wiv'd. 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Chief  Jufike,  and  Servants, 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed  the  Prince 
for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 
Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 
Ch.  Jufi.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 
Serv.  Falfiaff,  and't  pleafe  your  lordfhip. 
Ch,  Jufi,  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ? 

P  p  2  Serv, 
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Sew.  He,  my  lord.  But  he  hath  fince  done  good  fervice  at 
Shrewsbury :  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with  fome  charge  to 
the  lord  John  of  Lancafier, 

Ch.  Jufl.  What,  to  Tork  ?  call  him  back  again. 

Sew.  Sir  John  Falfiaff. 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  muft  fpeak  louder,  my  mafter  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good. 
Go  pluck  him  by  the  elbow.    I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Sew.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  What!  a  young  knave  and  beg!  are  there  not  wars?  is 
there  not  employment  ?  doth  not  the  King  lack  fubjedts?  do 
not  the  rebels  need  foldiers  ?  though  it  be  a  fhame  to  be  on  any 
fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  fhame  to  beg,  than  to  be  on  the  worft 
fide,  were  it  worfe  than  the  name  of  rebeUion  can  tell  how  to 
make  it. 

Sew.  You  miftake  me.  Sir. 

FaL  Why,  Sir,  did  1  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  ?  fetting 
my  knight-hood  and  my  foldierftiip  afide,  I  had  lied  in  my 
throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Sew.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  then  fet  your  knight-hood  and  your 
foldierfhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in  your 
throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than  an  honeft  man. 

Fal.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo?  I  lay  afide  that  which 
grows  to  me?  if  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  me,  hang  me;  if  thou 
tak'ft  leave,  thou  wer't  better  be  hang'd:  you  hunt-counter,  hence  j 
avaunt. 

Sew.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you, 

Ch.  Jufi.  Sir  John  Falftaffy  a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  My  good  lord !  God  give  your  lordfhip  good  time  of  day. 
I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordfliip  abroad  j  I  heard  fay,  your  lord- 
fhip was  fick.  I  hope  your  lordftkip  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your 
lordfliip,  though  not  clean  paft  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  Imack 

of 
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of  age  in  you :  fome  relifli  of  the  faltnefs  of  time ;  and  I  mod 
humbly  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your 
health.  ^  • 

Ch.  Jujl,  Sir  John^  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expedition  to 
Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  1  hear  his  Majefty  is  returned 
with  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty:  you  would  not  come  when 
I  fent  for  you  ? 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  falPn  into  this  fame 
whorlbn  apoplexy. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  heav'n  mend  him.  I  pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy,  an't 
pleafe  your  lordfhip,  a  kind  of  fleeping  in  the  blood,  a  whorfon 
tingling. 

Ch.  Jufi.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief ;  from  ftudy  and  per- 
turbation of  the  brain.  I  have  read  the  caufe  of  it  in  Galen.  It 
is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  think  you  are  falPn  into  that  difeafe :  for  you  hear 
not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an't  pleafe  you, 
it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  lift'ning,  the  malady  of  not  marking,  that 
I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Jufi.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend  the  at- 
tention of  your  ears    and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your  phyfician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord  ^  but  not  fo  patient :  your 
lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  imprifonment  to  me,  in  re- 
lpe(5t  of  poverty  J  but  how  I  fhould  be  your  patient  to  follow  your 
prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make  fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  in- 
deed, a  fcruple  it  felf 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters  againft  you 
for  your  li^w,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal. 
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Fal.  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  counfel  learned  in  the  laws 
of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Jufi,  Well,  the  truth  is,  Siijohn^  you  live  in  great  infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  in  lefs. 

Ch,  Juft.  Your  means  are  very  flender,  and  your  wafte  great. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife :  I  would  my  means  were  greater, 
and  my  wafte  flenderer. 

Ch.  Jufi.  You  have  mif-led  the  youthful  Prince. 

Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  mif-led  me.  I  am  the  fellow 
with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd  wound ;  your 
day's  fervice  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little  gilded  over  your  night's 
exploit  on  Gads-hill.  You  may  thank  the  unquiet  time,  for  your 
quiet  o'er-pofting  that  adion. 

Fal.  My  lord  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  ib :  wake  not  a  fleep- 
ing  Wolf. 

Fal.  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 

Ch.  Jufi.  What  ?  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part  burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  waffel  candle,  my  lord ;  all  tallow :  but  if  I  did  fay 
of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Jufi.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but  fhould 
have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  efFed  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch,  Jufi.  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down,  like  his 
evil  angel. 

Fal.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  your  ill  angel  is  light :  but  I  hope 
he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weighing ;  and  yet, 

in  fome  refpeds  I  grant,  I  cannot  go  ^  1  cannot  tell  \  Virtue 

is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe  coftor-mongers  days,  that  true  va- 
lour is  turned  bear-herd.  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath 
his  quick  wit  wafted  in  giving  recknings ;  all  the  other  gifts  ap- 
pertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  fliapes  them,  are  not 

worth 
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worth  a  goofe-berry.  You  that  are  old,  confider  not  the  capa- 
cities of  us  that  are  young ;  you  mea/ure  the  heat  of  onr  livers, 
with  the  bitternefs  of  your  galls  and  we  that  are  in  the  f  va- 
ward  of  our  youth,  I  muft  confefs  are  wags  too. 

Ch,  Jufi.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl  of  youth, 
that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  characters  of  age  ?  have 
you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ?  a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ? 
a  decreafing  leg  ?  an  increafing  belly  ?  is  not  your  voice  broken  ? 
your  wind  fhort?  'your  chin  double?  your  wit  fingle?  and  every 
part  about  you  blafted  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you  yet  call  your 
felf  young  ?  fie,  fie,  fie.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  ^  born  about  three  of  the  clock  in  the 
afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a  round  belly.  For 
my  voice,  I  have  loft  it  with  hallowing  andfinging  of  Anthems. 
To  approve  my  youth  further,  I  will  not.  The  truth  is,  I  am 
only  old  in  judgment  and  underftanding,  and  he  that  will  caper 
with  me  for  a  thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  mony,  and 
have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'th'  ear  that  the  Prince  gave  you^ 
he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfiblelord/ 
I  have  checkt  him  for  it,  and  the  young  Lion  repents:  marry 
not  in  afhes  and  fack-cloth,  but  in  new  filk  and  old  fack. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  heav'n  lend  the  Prince  a  better  companion. 

Fal.  Heav'n  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince :  I  cannot 
rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince  Harry. 
I  hear  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lancafiery  againft  the 
Archbifhop  and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 

Fal.  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it  j  but  look  you 
pray,  all  you  that  kils  my  lady  peace  at  home,  that  our  armies 
join  not  in  a  hot  day:  for  I  take  but  twofhirtsout  with  me,  and  I 
mean  not  to  fweat  extraordinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  if  I  brandifh 
any  thing  but  a  bottle,  would  I  might  never  fpit  white  again. 

There 

•\  va-ward,  i.  e.  van-guard.  »  your  ivind  Jhort^  your  wit  Jingle. 

^  added  from  the  firji  edition. 
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There  is  not  a  dangerous  a6lion  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am 

thruft  upon  it.    Well,  I  cannot  laft  ever.  ^  but  it  was  always 

the  trick  of  our  Engltfh  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing 
to  make  it  too  common.  If  ye  will  needs  fay  I  am  an  old  man, 
you  fhou'd  give  me  reft :  I  would  to  God  my  name  were  not  (b 
terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is  I  I  were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death 
with  a  ruft,  than  to  be  fcour'dto  nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heav'n  blefs  your 
expedition. 

FaL  Will  your  lordfliip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound,  to  furnifh 
me  forth  ? 

■Ch,  Jufi.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  ^  you  are  too  impatient 
'  to  bear  crofles.    Fare  you  well.    Commend  me  to  my  coufin 
.Weflmorland.  [Exh, 
Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  f  three-man-beetle.  A  man  can 
no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs,  than  he  can  part  young 
limbs  and  letchery :  but  the  gout  galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pin- 
ches the  other,  and  fo  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curfes.  Boy. 
-Page.  Sir. 

Fal.  What  mony  is  in  my  purfe  ? 
Page,  Seven  groats,  and  two  pence. 

Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confiimption  of  the 
purfe.  Borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the  dif- 
eafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  my  lord  of  Lancajler, 
this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of  IVeflmorland^  and  this  to 
old  Mrs.  Urfula,  whom  I  have  weekly  fworn  to  marry  fince  I 
perceiv'd  the  firft  white  hair  on  my  chin.  About  it  j  you  know 
where  to  find  me.  A  pox  of  this  gout,  or  a  gout  of  this  pox ; 
for  the  one  or  th'  other  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe :  it  is 
no  matter,  if  I  do  halt,  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour,  and 
my  penfion  fhall  feem  the  more  reafonable  :  a  good  wit  will  make 
ufe  of  any  thing;  I  will  turn  difeafes  to  commodity.  [ExetmL 

SCENE 

^  Thefe  following  periods  are  re  ft  of  d  from  the  firft  edition. 

■f  three-man-beetlc,  /.  e.  a  rammer  big  enough  to  require  three  men  to  lift  it. 
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T  O  R  IC 

Enter  Arch-hifhop  of  York,  Haftings,  Thomas  Mowbray 
(Earl  Marjhat)  and  Lord  Bardolph. 

York.   I  ^  H  U  S  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  know  our  means : 

A    Now  my  moft  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes. 
And  firft,  Lord  Marflial,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Mowh,  I  well  allow  th'  occafion  of  our  arms. 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied 
How  in  our  means  we  fhould  advance  our  felves. 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  pow'r  and  puifTance  of  the  King  ? 

Hafl,  Our  prefent  mufters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice : 
And  our  fiipplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumherland^  whofc  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfcd  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard,  The  queftion  then,  lord  Hafi'mgSy  ftandeth  thus ; 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland? 

Hafl.  With  him  we  may. 

Bard.  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point : 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  wc  fhould  not  ftep  too  far 
'Till  we  had  his  alTiftance  by  the  hand. 
For  in  a  theam  fo  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conje<Shire,  expectation,  and  fiarmife 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

Tork.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for  indeed 

Vol.  III.  Ic 
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It  was  young  Hot'-fpur's  cafe  at  Shrewsbury, 

Bard,  It  was,,  my  lord,  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hope. 

Eating  the  air  on  promife  of  fiipply, 

Flatt'ring  himfelf  with  projed:  of  a  power 

Much  fmaller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  thoughts  j 

And  lo,  with  great  imagination, 

Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  pow*rs  to  death, 

Andj  wihkiiig,  leap'd  into  deftrudion. 

Haft,  fiutj  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt 

To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 
Bard,  Yes,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  war 

^  Impede  the  inftant  a6t ;  a  cauie  on  foot 

Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  fpri^g 

Wc  fee  th'  appearing  buds ;  which  to  prove  fruit, 

Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  defpair 

That  frofts  will  bite  them.    When  we  mean  to  build. 

We  firft  fiirvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model, 

And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe. 

Then  muft  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  erection; 

Which  if  we  find  oUt-Weighs  ability, 

What  do  we  then  but  draw  a-new  the  model 

In  fewei:  offices  >  at  leaflr,  defift 

To  build  at  all  ?  much  more,  in  this  great  work, 

(Which  is  almoft  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down. 

And  fet  another  up)  (hould  we  furvey 

The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  mode! 

Con  fen  t  upon  a  iiire  foundation, 

Queftion  furveyors,  know  our  o^n  eftate. 

How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo, 

To  weigh  againft  his  oppofite  ?  or  el^e. 

We  fortifie  in  paper  and  in  figures, 

Ufing  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  ittcft  : 

Like  one  that  draws  th^  riiodel  of  a  houfe 

Beyond 

^  Indeed. 
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Beyond  his  pow'r  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through, 
Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  coft 
A  naked  fubje^t  to  the  weeping  clouds. 
And  wafte,  for  churlifli  winter's  tyranny. 

Haji.  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  Ukely  of  fair  birth. 
Should  be  ftill-born  j  and  that  we  now  pofleft 
The  utmoft  man  of  expedation : 
I  think  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough, 
Ev'n  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 

Bard.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand? 

Hajl.  To  us  no  more ;  nay  not  fo  much,  lord  Bardolph, 
For  his  divifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl. 
Are  in  three  heads    one  pow'r  againft  the  French^ 
And  one  againft  Glendower    perforce  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us :      is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided ;  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

TorL  That  he  (hould  draw  his  fev'ral  ftrengths  together, 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puilTaace, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  (hould  do  fo. 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  Welfl^ 
Baying  him  at  the  heels ;  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who  is  it  like  fliould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Haft.  The  Duke  of  Lancafter  and  IVeftmorland: 
Againft  the  IVelJh,  himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth, 
But  who  is  fiibftituted  'gainft  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

^  Tork.  Let  us  on :  ^ 
And  publifti  the  occafion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice  ^ 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited. 

Q,q  z  An 

"  this  excellent  fpeecb  of  York,  was  one  of  the  ^ajfages  added  hy  Shakefpear  after  his 
firji  edition. 
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An  habitation  giddy  and  unfore 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  Many !  with  what  loud  applaufe 
Did'ft  thou  beat  heav'n  with  blefling  Bolmgbroke,. 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  ? 
And  now  being  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defires, 
Thou^  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him, 
That  thou  provok'ft  thy  felf  to  caft  him  up. 
So,  fb  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  dilgorge 
Thy  glutton-bofom  of  the  xoi^A  Ktchardy 
And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howl'fl  to  find  it.    What  truft  in  thefe  times  ? 
They,  that  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  grave : 
Thou  that  threw'ft  dufl:  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 
After  th'  admired  heels  of  Bol'tngbrokfi\, 
Cry'ft  now,  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  again. 
And  take  thou  this.    O  thoughts  of  men  accurs'd, 
Paft,  and  to  come,  feem  beft ;  things  prelent,  woril. 

Mowh.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

Hall.  We  are  time's  fubjeds,  and  time  bids,  be  gone. 


ACT 
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A  C  T  11.  SCENE!. 

LONDON. 

Enter  tlojlefsy  whh  two  officers^  Fang  and  Snare, 

Hostess. 

R.  fang,  have  you  enter'd  the  adion  ? 
Fang.  It  is  enter'd. 

Hojl.  Where's  your  yeoman?  is  he  a  lufty 
yeoman  ?  Will  he  (land  to  it  ? 
Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare? 
Hofl.  Ay,  ay,  good  Mr.  Snare, 
Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  muft  arreft  Sir  John  Falftaff. 

Hofl.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  enter'd  him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  coft  fbme  of  us  our  lives ;  he  will  ftab. 

Hofl.  Alas-the-day  j  take  heed  of  him ;  he  ftab'd  me  in  mine 
own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly  he  cares  not  what  mifchief 
he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out.  He  will  foin  like  any  devil,  he 
will  /pare  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrufl:. 

Hofl.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  If  I  but  fift  him  once ;  if  he  come  but  within  my  ^  vice. 

Hofl.  I  am  undone  by  his  going  j  I  warrant  you  he  is  an  in- 
finitive thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  Fang,  hold  him  lure 
good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  fcape.  He  comes  continually  to  Fte- 
corner,  faving  your  manhoods,  to  buy  afaddle  :  and  he  is  indited 
to  dinner  to  the  Lubbar's-head  in  Lombard-ftreet  to  Mr.  Smooth's 
the  Stlkman.  I  pray  ye,  fince  my  adion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe 

fo 

.  '  vice,  or  grafp,  a  metaphor  taken  from  a  fmith's  vicej  there  is  another  reading  in  th9 
old  edition,  view,  which  I  think  not  fo  good. 
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To  openly  known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  an- 
fwer.  A  hundred  mark  is  a  long  one,  for  a  poor  lone  woman 
to  bear,-  and  I  have  born,  and  born,  and  born :  and  have  been 
fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a 
fhame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing, 
unlels  a  woman  (hould  be  made  an  Afs  and  a  bead,  to  bear  every 
knave's  wrong.  ♦ 

Enter  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  and  the  boy. 

Yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  malmfcy-nofe  knave,  Bar- 
dolph with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices  :  Mr.  Fang 
and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  offices. 

fal.  How  now?  whofe  mare's  dead?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fang.  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fiiit  of  Mrs.  ^kkly. 

Fal.  Away  varlets;  draw,  Bardolph:  cut  me  off  the  villain's 
head :  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

Hoft.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  ?  I'll  throw  thee  in  the  kennel. 
Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  baftardly  rogue.  Murder,  murder! 
O  thou  hony-fuckle  villain,  wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers  and  the 
King's  ?  O  thou  hony-feed  rogue,  thou  art  a  hony-feed,  a  msn- 
cjueller,  and  a  woman-queller. 

FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Fang.  A  refcue,  a  refcue! 

Hojl.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two thou  wo't,  wo't 
thou,  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  rogue:  do,  thou  hempfeed. 

Fal.  Away  you  fcuUion,  you  rampallian,  you  fuftilarian :  I'll 
tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Chief  Jujl'ice. 

Ch.  Jufi.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace  here,  hoa. 
Hofi.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befeech  you  ftand 
to  me.  Ch.  Jufi, 
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Cb,  Jufi.  How  now.  Sir  John?  what,  are  you  brawling  here? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefs  ? 
You  fliould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  Tork, 
Stand  from  him  fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  thou  on  him  ? 

Hofl.  O  my  moft  worfhipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your  grace  I 
am  a  poor  widow  of  Eaficheap^  and  he  is  arreftcd  at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  Juft.  For  what  fiim  ? 

hofi.  It  is  more  than  for  fbme,  my  lord,  it  is  for  all  all  I 
have ;  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home ;  he  hath  put 
all  my  (ubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his  but  1  will  have  fome 
of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee  o'  nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal.  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have  any  van- 
tage of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Jufi.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John  ?  fie,  what  man  of  goo<f 
temper  would  endure  this  temped  of  exclamation  ?  are  you  not 
afham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  widow  to  fb  rough  a  courle  to  come 
by  her  own  ? 

FaL  What  is  the  grofs  dim  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

H(^fi.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  fe!f,  and  the 
mony  too.  Thou  did'ft  (wear  to  me  on  a  parcel-gilt  goblet,  fit- 
ting in  my  D(?i^^/;^-chamber,  at  the  round  table,  by  a iea-coal 
fire,  on  IVednefiay  in  IVhttfin-week,  when  the  Prince  broke  thy 
head  for  likening  him  to  a  finging-man  of  fVmdfor  -j  xh'OVi  didft 
fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  wis  wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me, 
and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  did  not 
good-wife  Keech  the  butcher's  wife  come  in  then,  and  call  me 
goffip  ^/tckly?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  rncfs  of  vinegar  j  telling 
us  file  had  a  good  difh  of  prawns;  whereby  thou  d^dft  defire 
to  eat  fome;  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound? 
and  didft  not  thou,  when  foe  was  gone  down  ftairs,  defire  me  to 
be  no  more  fo  familiarity  with  iuch  poor  people,  faying  that  ere 
long  they  fliould  call  me  Madam  ?  and  didfl;  thou  not  kifs  me, 
and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  {hi'llings?  I  put  trhee  now  to  thy 
b©ok-oath,  deny  it  if  thou  can'ft.  FaL 
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Fal.  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul ;  and  flie  fays  up  and 
down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  hke  you.  She  hath  been 
in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  diftraded  her ;  but 
for  thefe  fooHfh  officers,  I  befeech  you  I  may  have  redrefs  againft 
them. 

Ch.  Jufl,  Sir  John^  Sir  John^  I  am  well  acquainted  with  your 
manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe  way.  It  is  not  a 
confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with  fuch 
more  than  impudent  fawcinefs  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from 
a, level  confideration.  I  know  you  have  pradis'd  upon  the  eafie- 
yielding  fpirit  of  this  woman.  

■Hofl.  Yes  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch,  Jufi.  Pr'ythee,  peace  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  her,  and 
tmpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her  the  one  you  may  do  with 
fterling  mony,  and  the  other  with  currant  repentance. 

f'al.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  f  fneap  without  reply. 
You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent  fawcinefs :  If  a  man  will 
curt'fie  and  fay  nothing,  he  is  virtuous.  No,  my  lord,  my  hum- 
ble duty  remember'd,  I  will  not  be  your  fiitor  :  I  fay  to  you,  I 
defire  deliverance  from  theJfe  officers,  being  upon  hafty  employ- 
ment in  the  King's  affairs. 

Ch.  Jufi.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong :  but  an- 
fwer  in  the  effect  your  reputation,  and  fatisfie  the  poor  woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  hoftefs.  \Afide, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Mr,  Gower. 

Ch,  Jufi.  Now,  mafter  Gower,  what  news  ? 
Gower.  The  King,  my  lord,  and  Henry  Prince  oi Wales 
Are  near  at  hand :  the  refl  the  paper  tells. 

fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  

Hofi. '  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

FaL 

■f  (heap,  a  yorkjhire  word  for  rebuke. 
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Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Hofi.  By  this  heav'nly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be  fain  to 
pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  dining  chambers. 

Fal.  GlafTes,  glaffes,  is  the  only  drinking,-  and  for  thy  walls, 
a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ftory  of  the  prodigal,  or  the  Ger- 
man  hunting  in  water  work,  is  worth  a  thoufand  of  thefe  bed- 
hangings,  and  thefe  fly-bitten  tapeftries :  let  it  be  ten  pound,  if 
thou  canfl:.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not 
a  better  wench  in  England.  Go,  wafli  thy  face,  and  draw  thy 
adion :  come,  thou  muft  not  be  in  this  humour  with  me ;  come, 
I  know  thou  waft  fet  on  to  this. 

Hofi.  Pr'ythee,  Sir  Johny  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles,  I  am 
loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earneft  la. 

Fal.  Let  it  alone,  I'll  make  other  ftiift,-  you'll  be  a  fool  ftill. 

Hofi.  Well,  you  fliall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my  gown.  I 
hope  you'll  come  to  fupper  :  you'll  pay  me  all  together  ? 

Fal.  Will  I  live  ?  go  with  her,  with  her  5  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Hofi.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-Jheet  meet  you  at  fupper  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words.    Let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hofi.  and  Sergeant, 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night  ? 

Gower.  At  Bafmgfloke,  my  lord. 

Fal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well.  What  is  the  news,  my 
lord  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Gower.  No ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horfe, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancafier^ 
Againft  Northumberland  and  the  Arch-biftiop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  King  back  from  Wales ^  my  noble  lord  ? 

Ch.  Jufi,  You  fhall  have  letters  of  me  prefently. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Gower, 

Vol.  III.  R  r  Fal 
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Fal.  My  lord. 

Ch.  Jufl.  What's  the  matter  ? 

fal.  Mafter  Gower^  fhall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to  dinner  ? 

Gower,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here. 
I  thank  you,  good  Sir  John. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you  are 
to  take  foldicrs  up  in  the  countreys  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Gower  7 

Ch.  Jufi.  What  fooliih  mafter  taught  you  thefe  manners,  Sir 
John  7 

Fal.  Mafter  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a  fool 
that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  tight  fencing  grace,  my  lord, 
tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Now  the  lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great  fool. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Continues  in  London. 

Enter  Prmce  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henr'y.   I  ^  RUST  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

jL       Poms.  Is  if  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought  wea- 
rinefs  durft  not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  Henr'y.  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  complexion 
of  my  greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not  fhew  vilely  in 
me,  to  defire  fmall  beer? 

Po'ms.  Why,  a  Prince  fhould  not  be  fo  loofely  ftudied,  as  to 
remember  fo  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  Henry.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely  got,- 
for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature,  frnall  beer. 
But  indeed  thefe  humble  confiderations  make  me  out  of  love  with 
my  greatnefs.   What  a  difgrace  is  it  to  me  to  remember  thy 

name  ? 
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name  ?  or  to  know  thy  face  to-morrow  ?  or  to  take  note  how 
many  pair  of  filk  (lockings  thou  haft  ?  (viz,  thefe,  and  thofe  that 
were  the  peach-colowr'd  ones  ,•)  or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy 
fhirts,  as  one  for  fuperfliiity,  and  one  other  for  ufe ;  but  that  the 
tennis-court-keeper  knows  better  than  I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of 
linnen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft  not  racket  there,  as  thou 
haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy  low  coun- 
treys  have  made  a  ftiift  to  eat  up  thy  holland.  f  And  God  knows 
whether  thofe  that  bawl  out  of  the  ruins  of  thy  linnen  fliall  in- 
herit his  kingdom :  but  the  midwives  fay  the  children  are  not  in 
the  fault,  whereupon  the  world  increafes,  and  kindreds  are  mightily 
ftrengthened. 

Poms.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  laboured  fb  hard, 
you  ftiould  talk  fo  idely  ?  tell  me  how  many  good  young  Prin- 
ces fhould  do  fb,  their  fathers  lying  fo  fick  as  yours  is. 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing.  Poms? 

Poms.  Yes  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Henry.  It  fliall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breeding 
than  thine. 

Poms.  Go  to  j  I  ftand  the  pufli  of  your  one  thing,  that  you'll 
tell. 

P.  Henry.  Why  I  tell  thee^  it  is  not  meet  that  I  fliould  be  fad 
now  my  father  is  fick  ,•  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  ("as  to  one  it 
pleafes  me  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friendj  I  could  be  fad 
and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poms.  Very  hardly  upon  fiich  a  fubje^t. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  think'ft  me  as  far  in  the  devil's  book,  as 
thou  and  Falftaff,  for  obduracy  and  perfiftency.  Let  the  end  try 
the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bleeds  inwardly  that  my  fa- 
ther is  fick ;  and  keeping  fiich  vile  company  as  thou  art  hath  in 
reafbn  taken  from  me  all  oftentation  of  forrow. 

Poms.  The  reafbn  ? 

P.  Henry,  Whatwould'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  fhould  weep? 

R  r  1  Poms, 

t  7'bis  period  is  fupplfd  out  of  the  old  edition. 
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Poms.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought ;  and  thou  art  a 
blefled  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks  ^  never  a  man's 
thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better  than  thine ;  every 
man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite  indeed.  And  what  excites  your 
moft  worftiipful  thought  to  think  fo  ? 

Poms.  Why,  becaufe  you  have  ^  feem'd  fo  lewd,  and  fo  much 
ingrafFed  to  Falftaff. 

P.  Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poms.  Nay  by  this  Hght  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can  hear  it 
with  mine  own  ears ;  the  worft  they  can  fay  of  me  is,  that  I  am 
a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands : 
and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here 
comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Henry.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falftaff  he  had  him  from 
me  chriftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  villain  have  not  transformed  him 
ape. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Pa^^ 

Bard.  Save  your  grace. 

P.  Henry.  And  yours,  moft  noble  Bardolph. 

Poms.  Come,  you  *^  virtuous  a(s,  you  baftiful  fool,  muft  you 
be  bluftiing  ?  wherefore  blufh  you  now  ?  what  a  maidenly  man 
at  arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  liich  a  matter  to  get  a  pottle-pot's 
maiden-head  ? 

Page.  He  call'd  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a  red  lat- 
tice, and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  window ; 
at  laft  I  fpy'd  his  eyes,  and  methought  he  had  made  two  holes 
in  the  ale-wives  new  petticoat,  and  peep'd  through* 

P.  Henry.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  rabbet,  away. 

Pcige.  Away  you  rafcally  Akhea's  dream,  away. 

P.  Henry, 

^  been.  «  pernicious. 
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JP.  Henry.  Inftrudt  us,  boy,  what  dream,  boy  ? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dream'd  fhe  was  deliver'd  of 
a  firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P.  Henry.  A  crowns-worth  of  good  interpretation,*  there  it 
iS;,  boy.  \Gtves  htm  mony^ 

Poms.  O  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be  kept  from  cankers : 
well,  there  is  fix  pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among  you,  the 
gallows  lhall  be  wrong'd. 

P.  Henry.  And  how  doth  thy  mafter,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Well,  my  good  lord  ^  he  heard  of  your  grace's  com- 
ing to  town.   There's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry.  Deliver'd  with  good  refped:^  and  how  doth  the 
Martlemas,  your  mafter? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health.  Sir. 

Poms.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician ;  but  that 
moves  not  him    though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me  as 
my  dog  y  and  he  holds  his  place :  for  look,  you  how  he  writes. 

Poms  reads.    John  Falfiaff,  knight  every  man  muft  know 

that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name  himfelf:  even  like  thofe 
that  are  kin  to  the  King,  for  they  never  prick  their  finger  but 
they  fay  there  is  fome  of  the  Km^s  blood  fp'dt.  How  comes  that? 
fays  he  that  takes  upon  him  not  to  conceive:  the  anfwer  is  as 
ready  as  a  borrowed  cap ;  /  am  the  Ktn^s  poor  coufm.  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  but  they  will  fetch 

it  from  Japhet.  But  to  the  letter  :■  Sir  John  FalftafF,  knight, 

to  the  fon  of  the  King,  nearefi  his  father ,  Harry  Prince  <?/ Wales, 
greeting. 

Poins.  Why  this  is  a  certificate. 
P.  Henry.  Peace. 
/  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  m  brevity. 

Poins,  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath  j  fhort-winded.  7  com- 
mend 
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mend  me  to  thee^  I  commend  thee  and  I  leave  thee.  Be  not  too  fa- 
miltar  with  Poins,  for  he  mifufes  thj  favours  fo  much,  that  he  /wears 
thou  art  to  marry  his fifler  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou  may" fiy 
and  fo  farewel.  Thme^  by  yea  and  no :  which  is  as  much  as  to 
fay,  as  thou  ufeft  him,  Jack  Falftaff  with  my  familiars :  John  with 
my  brothers  and fiflers :  and  Sir  John  with  all  Europe. 
My  lord,  I  will  fteep  this  letter  in  fack,  and  make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words.  But 
do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned?  muft  I  marry  your  fifter.^ 

Poms.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune.  But  I  never 
laid  fo. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool  with  the  time,  and  the 
'fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and  mock  us :  is  your  mafter 
liere  in  London? 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  Boar  feed  in  the  old 
f  frank? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eajl-cheap. 
P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 
Page.  Ephejians,  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 
P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page,  None,  my  lord,  but  old  Mrs.  Richly,  and  Mrs.  Dol 
Tear-Jheet. 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  kinfwoman  of  my 
mailer's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fiich  kin,  as  the  parifh  heifers  are  to  the 
town  Bull.    Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  fupper  ^ 

Poms.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  lord,  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to  your 
mafter  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town.    There's  for  your  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue.  Sin 

Page,  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  it, 

P.  Henry, 

t  frankj  /.  e.  a  Hog-fty- 
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p.  Henr'^,  Fare  ye  well :  go.  This  Dol  Tear-Jheet  fliould  be 
fome  road. 

Fom,  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  St.  Al- 
hans  and  London, 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Falftaff  beftow  himfelf  to-night 
in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  felves  be  feen  ? 

Fo'tm.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and  wait  upon 
him  at  his  table,  like  drawers. 

P.  Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull?  a  heavy''  defcenfion.  It 
was  Jove's  cafe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  prentice,  a  low  transfor- 
mation j  that  fhall  be  mine :  for  in  every  thing,  the  purpofe  muft 
weigh  with  the  folly.  Follow  me,  Ned.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Northumberland. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland,  and  Lady  Percy. 

North. T  Pr'ythee  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter, 

X  Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times. 
And  be  like  them  to  Fercy,  trotfblelbme. 

L.  North.  I  have  giv'n  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more : : 
Do  what  you  will :  your  wifdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn. 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Fercy.  Oh  yet,  for  heav'ns  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  wars. 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  t©  it,  than  now  j 
When  your  own  Fercy^  when  my  heart-dear  Harry 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  lee  his  father 
Bring  up  his  pow'rs :  but  he  did  long  in  vain ! 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 

There 
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There  were  two  honours  loft  ^  yours  and  your  Ton's. 

For  yours,  may  heav'nly  giory  brighten  it! 

For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  fun 

In  the  grey  vault  of  heav'n:  and  by  his  light 

Did  all  the  chivalry     England  mo\e^ 

To  do  brave  a6ts.    He  was  indeed  the  glafs 

Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  drefs  themfelves. 

^  He  had  no  legs,  that  pradis'd  not  his  gait : 

And  Ipeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemifh. 

Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant : 

For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily, 

Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abufe. 

To  feem  like  him.    So  that  in  fpeech,  in  gait. 

In  diet,  in  affedions  of  delight. 

In  mihtary  rules,  humours  of  blood. 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book. 

That  fafhion'd  others.    And  him,  wond'rous  him! 

G  miracle  of  men !  him  did  you  leave 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  war 

In  difadvantage,  to  abide  a  field 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot-fpufs  name 

Did  feem  defenfible :  fb  you  left  him. 

Never,  O  never  do  his  ghofl  the  wrong, 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him.    Let  them  alone : 

The  Marfhal  and  the  Arch-bifhop  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 

To-day  might  I  (hanging  on  Hot-fpufs  neck) 

Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave-. 

North.  Befhrew  your  heart. 
Fair  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  over-fights. 
But  I  muft  go  and  meet  with  danger  there  ; 

Or 

*  The  tiuenty  Hvo  foUowing  Urns,  are  of  thofe  added  ^jShakefpear  after  his  firji  edition. 
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Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North,  Fly  to  Scotland^ 
'Till  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons 
Have  of  their  puifTance  made  a  little  tafte. 

L.  Percy,  If  they  get  ground  and  'vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  fteel. 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger.    But  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves.    So  did  your  Ibn : 
He  was  fb  fuffer'd    fb  came  I  a  widow  : 
And  never  fhall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heav'n. 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North,  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me :  'tis  with  my  mind 
As  with  the  tide  fwell'd  up  unto  his  height. 
That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbifliop, 
But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back : 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland-,  there  am  I, 

'Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company.  \Exemt, 


SCENE  VIL 

Twvern  in  Eaftcheap. 

Rnter  two  Drawers, 

I  Dr^ze'.X  TH  AT  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there?  Ap- 
V  V  Johns  ?  thou  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  en- 
dure an  A^iph-John. 

1  Draw.  Mafs!  thou  fay'ft  true;  the  Prince  once  fet  a  difh 
of  Aipi^lc-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  five  more 
Sir  Johns ;  and,  putting  off  his  hat,  faid,  1  will  now  take  my 

Vol.  III.  S  f  leave 
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leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  rounds  oldi  wither'cl  kriightSi  le  angep*ef 
him  to  the  hearty  but  he  hath  forgjot  that.  - 

1  Draw,  Why  then  cover,  and  let  them  down ;  and  Ice  if 
thou  can'ft  find  out  Sneak's  noife ;  Mrs^  Tear-Jheet  would  fain 
hear  fome  mufick.  ^Difpatch!  the  room  where  they  fiipt  is  too 
hot,  they'll  €ome  '\n  ftrait. 

2  Draw,  Sirrahj  here  will  be  the  Firince,  and  Mafter  Fo'ms 
anon  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  and  aprons,  and 
Sir  John  muft  not  know  of  it.  Bardolph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  f  Utk:  it  will  be  an  excellent 
ftratagem. 

2  Draw,  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak,  \Exemf. 

SCENE  VIJL 

Enter  Hofiefs  and 'Dol, 

Hofl,  Sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  excellent  good 
temperahty;  your  pulfidge  beats  as  extraordinarily  as  heart  would 
defire  and  your  colour,  I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe : 
but  you  have  drank  too  much  canary,  and  that's  a  marvellous 
fearching  wine  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere  we  can  fay  what% 
this.   How  do  you  now } 

DoL  Better  than  I  was :  hemi 

Hofi.  Why,  that  was  well  faid ;  a  good  heart's  worth  gold. 
Look,  here  comes  Sir  John, 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal,  When  Arthur  firji  m  court  empty  the  Jordan  and 

was  a  worthy  Ktng:  how  now,  Mrs.  Dy/? 
Hofi.  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  fboth. 
Fal.  So  is  all  her  fed,  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm  they  are  fick» 
Dol.  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you  give  me  ? 
Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  Mrs.  DoL 

This  period  is  from  the  firJi  edition.  LJOl'„ 
-f  Utis,  an,  old  -word  yet  in  ufe  in  fome  counties.,  fgniffmg  a  merry  fcftival,  from  the 
French  Huit  >  o^?^,  ah  A  S.  6ahra.  05lava  Fefii  alicujus,  Slciiiner. 
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DoL  I  make  them !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them,  I  make 
them  not. 

FaL  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to  make  the 
difeafes,  Dol;  we  catch  of  you,  Doly  we  catch  of  you  ,•  grant 
that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that. 

DoL  Ay  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

FaL  Your  f  brooches,  pearls  and  owches :  for  to  ferve  bravely, 
is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know ;  to  come  ofiF  the  breach  with 
his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  furgery  bravely  ,•  to  venture  upon 
the  charg'd  chambers  bravely  

DoL  Hang  your  felf,  you  muddy  Conger,  hang  your  felf  ? 

Hofi.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fafhion ;  you  two  never 
meet  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  j  you  are  both,  in  good  troth, 
as  rheumatick  as  two  dry  toafts,  you  cannot  one  bear  with  ano- 
ther's confirmities.  What  the  good-year  ?  one  muft  bear,  and 
dtiat  muft  be  you :  you  are  the  weaker  veffel,  as  they  fay,  the 
emptier  veflel.  [To  DoL 

DoL  Can  a  weak  empty  veflel  bear  fiich  a  huge  fullhogfhead  ? 
there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bourdeaux  ftuff  in  him ;  you 
have  not  feen  a  hulk  better  ftuft  in  the  hold.  Come,  I'll  be  friends 
with  thee,  Jack :  thou  art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whether  I  lhall 
ever  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares. 

s  c  E  N  E  IX. 

Enter  Drawer, 

Draw.  Sir,  antient  Ptfiol  is  below,  and  would  fpeak  with  you. 

DoL  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come  hither ; 
it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  rogue  in  England. 

Hofi.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here :  no  by  my  faith :  I 
■muft  live  amongft  my  neighbours,  III  no  fwaggerers :  I  am  in 
good  name  and  fame  with  the  very  beft :  fhut  the  door,  there 

S  f  2  comes 

'  brooches,  were  chains  of  gold  that  ivomen  'wore  formerly  about  their  necks.  Owches 
mere  bojfes  of  gold  fet  with  diamond f. 
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comes  no  fwaggerers  here:  I  have  notHv'd  all  this  while  to  have 
fVaggering  now :  fhut  the  door,  I  pray  yon. 
Fal.  Do'ft  thou  hear,  hofteis  

Hofi,  Pray  you  pacific  your  felf,  Sir  Johriy  there  comes  no 
fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Do'ft  thou  hear  it  is  mine  Ancient. 

Hofi.  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me,  your  ancient  fwag- 
gerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before  mafter  Ttfick  the  de- 
puty the  other  day  j  and  as  he  faid  to  me  it  was  no  longer 

ago  than  IVednefday  laft — neighbour  ^kkly,  fays  he ,  ma- 
fter Domb  our  minifter  was  by  then : —  neighbour  ^kkly,  fays 
he,  receive  thofe  that  are  civil  for,  faith  he,  you  are  in  an  ill 
name :  now  he  faid  fb,  I  can  tell  whereupon  ,•  for,  fays  he,  you 
are  an  honeft  woman,  and  well  thought  on,  therefore  take  heed 
what  guefts  you  receive :  receive,  fays  he,  no  fwaggering  com- 
panions.— There  come  none  here.  You  would  blefs  you  to  hear 
what  he  faid.  No,  I'll  no  fwaggerers. 

Fal.  He's  no  fwaggerer,  hoftels;  a  tame  cheater,  i' faith; 
you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppey-grey-hound  ^  he  will 
not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  turn  back  in  any 
fhew  of  refiftance.    Call  him  up,  drawer. 

Hofi.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft  man  my 
houfe,  nor  no  cheater  ,•  but  I  do  not  love  fwaggering  ^  I  am  the 
worfe  when  one  fays  fwagger :  feel,  mafters,  how  I  fhake,  look 
you,  I  warrant  you. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Hofi.  Dol?  yea^  in  very  truth  do  I,  as  if  it  were  an  afpen 
leaf:  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page, 
Pifi,  Save  you,  Sir  John, 

Fal 
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Fal.  Welcome,  ancient  Pifiol,  Here,  Piftol^  I  charge  you 
with  a  cup  of  fack :  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine  hoftefs. 

Pifi.  1  will  difcharge  upon  her.  Sir  John^  with  two  bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  piftol  proof,  Sir,  you  fhall  hardly  offend  her. 

Hoft.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets :  I  will  drinkr 
no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's  pleafure,  I. 

P'tfi.  Then  to  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  you. 

DoL  Charge  me!  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion!  what? 
you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-linnen  mate ;  away,  you: 
mouldy  rogue,  away,  I  am  meat  for  your  mailer.. 

P'tfi.  I  know  you,  miftrels  Dorothy, 

Dol.  Away,  you  cut-purfe  rafcal,  you  filthy  bung  away :  by 
this  wine,  I'll  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouldy  chaps  if  you  play 
the  fawcy  cuttle  with  me.  Away  you  bottle-ale  rafcal,  you  bas- 
ket-hilt ftale  jugler  you.  Since  when,  I  pray  you.  Sir  ?  what,  witb 
two  points  on  your  fhoulder  ?  much. 

P'tfi,  I  will  murther  your  ruff  for  thi^. 

^Fal.  No  more,  Ptfiol-,  I  wou'd  not  have  you  go  off  here? 
difcharge  your  felf  of  our  company,  P'tfioL 

Hofi.  No,  good  captain  Ptfiol:  not  here,  f\veet  captain. 

Dol.  Captain !  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art  thou  not 
afham'd  to  be  call'd  captain  ?  if  captains  were  of  my  mind  they 
would  truncheon  you  out  ^  of  taking  their  names  upon  you,  be- 
fore you  have  earn'd  them.  You  a  captain !  you  flave for  what  ? 
for  tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy  houfe?  he  a  captain! 
hang  him,  rogue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftew'd  prunes  and  dry'd 
cakes.  A  captain !  thefe  villains  will  make  the  word  captain  '  as 
odious  as  the  word  occupy ;  which  was  an  excellent  good  word 
before  it  was  ill  forted:  therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  it^ 

Bard.  Pray  thee  go  down,  good  Ancient.. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Dol. 

P'tfi.  Not  I :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  B'ardolphy  I  could  tear 
her:  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

Page, 

*  I'his  is  from  the  old  edition,  1600.  ^  for-'  »  mt  of  the  old  cdhion. 
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Page.  Pray  thee  go  down. 

P  'tfi.  ril  fee  her  damn'd  firil ;  to  Pluto's  damned  lake,  to  the- 
infernal  deep,  where  Erebus  and  tortures  vile  alfo.  Hold  hook 
and  line,  fay  I ;  down  I  down  dogs,  down  fates ;  have  we  not 
Ht^en  here  ? 

Hofi,  Good  captain  Peefel  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late :  I  befeech; 
you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pifi.  Thefe  be  good  humours  indeed.  Shall  pack-horfes 
And  hoUow-pamper'd  jades  of  Jfiay 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day. 
Compare  with  C^^r,  and  with  Canmhaly 
And  Trojan  Greeks?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  CerberuSy  and  let  the  welkin  roar : 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Hofi.  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter  words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a  brawl  anon. 

Ptfi.  Die  men,  like  dogs  ^  give  crowns  like  pins :  have  we 
not  Htren  here  ? 

Hofi.  On  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here.  What 
the  good-year  ?  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  ?  I  pray  be  quiet. 

Ptfi.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  CalipoUs  •  come,  give 
me  fome  fack.  St  fortuna  me  tormente,  fperato  me  contente. 
Fear  we  broad  £des  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  fome  fack:  and  fweet-heart,  lye  thou  there: 
Come  we  to  full  points  here    and  ar€      cMra's  nothing  ? 

Fal.  P'tfiol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Ptfi.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  f  neif:  what!  we  have  feenthe 
feven  ftars. 

Dol.  Thrufl;  him  down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  luch  a  fiaftian 
rafcal. 

Pifi.  Thruft  him  down  ftairs  ?  know  we  not  galloway  nags  ? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolphy  like  a  fliove-groat  {billing : 
nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he  (hall  be  nothing 
here.  Bard, 
■\  nei^  from  nativa,  i.  e.  a  woman  Jlaix  that  is  hoy»  in  otte's  houfi. 
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Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Ptfi.  What  fhall  we  have  incifion  ?  fhall'  we  emfcrew  i  then 
death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days :  why  then  let 
grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  wounds,  untwine  the  fifters  three :  come, 
Atroposy  I  fay.  \prawmg  his  fword, 

Hoft,  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward. 

FaL  Give  rae  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dol.  I  pr'ythee,  Jack,  I  pr'ythee  do  not  draw. 

FaJ'.  Get  you  down  flairs.     [Drawmgy  and  dr  'wmg  Piflol  out^ 

Hofi,  Here's  a  goodly  tumult  j  Pll  forfwear  keeping  houfe,  be- 
fore I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.  So ;  murther,  I  warrant 
now.  Alas,  alas,,  put  up  your  naked  weapons,  put  up  your  na- 
ked weapons. 

Dol.  I  pr'ythee.  Jack,  be  quiet,  the  rafcal  is  gone :  ah  you 
whorfbn,  little  valiant  villain  you. 

Hofi.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'th'  groin  ?  methought  he  made  a 
fhrewd  thrufl  at  your  belly. 

Fal.  Have  yoir  turn'd  him  out  of  doors? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  tlie  rafcal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt  him,  Sir^^ 
in  the  fhoulder. 

Fal.  A  rafcal  to  brave  me? 

Dol.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue  you:  alas,  poor  ape,  how 
thou  fweaffl  ?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face  come  on  you  whor- 
fbn chops  ah  rogue,  I  love  thee — -thou  art  as  valorous  as 

HeBor  of  Tro^y  worth  five  of  Agamemnon  j  and  ten  times  better 
than  the  nine  worthies :  a  villain ! 

Fal.  A  rafcally  flave!  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Dol.  Do  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  do'fl.  III  canvafs 
thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. 

Enter  Muftck. 

Page.  The  mufick  is  come.  Sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play  play,  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  knee,  Dol.  A  raf^ 
cal,  bragging  flave!  the  rogue  fled  from  me  like  quick-filver.  ., 

Dol 


928  'The  Second  Part  of  ' 

Dol.  V  faith  and  thou  follow'dft  him  Hke  a  church :  thou 
whorfon  Httle  tydie  Bartholomew  Boar-pig,  when  wilt  thou  leave 
fighting  on  days,  and  foyning  on  nights,  and  begin  to  jjatchup 
thine  old  body  for  heaven  ?  ^  ^ 

S  C  E  N  E  X.     ,  ' 

i 

Enter  Pr'mce  Henry  and  Poins  d'tfgms'd, 

Fal.  Peace,  good  Doly  do  not  (peak  like  a  death's-head :  do 
not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Dol,  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 

FaL  A  good  {hallow  young  fellow :  he  would/  have  made  a 
:good  pantler,  he  would  have  chipp'd  bread  well. 

DoL  They  fay  Poms  hath  a  good  Vit. 

FaL  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon,  ^is  wit  is  as  thick 
as  Tewkshury  muftard :  there  is  xio  more  conceit  in  him,  /'than  is 
in  a  mallet.  /  / 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  theij  ? 

Fal.  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs :/  ai^d  he  plays 
at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  and  ;driqks  off  can- 
dles end  for  flap-dragons,  and  rides  the  wild  mar(^  with  the  boys, 
and  jumps  upon  joint  ftools,  and  (wears  with  a  good  grace,  and 
wears  his  boot  very  fmooth  like  unto  the  fign  of  the  leg,  and 
breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  ftories ;  and  fuch  other 
vgambol  faculties  he  hath,  thatfhew  a  weak  mind  and  an  able  bo- 
dy, for  the  which  the  Prince  admits  him :  for  the  Prince  him- 
felf  is  fuch  another :  the  weight  of  an  hair  will  turn  the  fcales 
between  their  Averdnpoh. 

P.  Hetiyy.  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his  ears  cut  off? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  elder  hath  not  his  poll  claw'd 
like  a  Parrot. 

Poms.  Is  it  not  ftrangc  that  defire  fliould  fo  many  years  out- 
live performance  ?  FaL 
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Fal.  Kifs  me,  DoL 

P.  Henry.  Saturn  and  Fenus  this  year  in  conjundtion!  what 
fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Poms.  And  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trtgon  his  man  be  not 
lifping  to  his  mailer's  old  tables,  his  note-book,  his  counfel- 
keeper  ? 

Fal.  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  bufles. 

Dol.  By  my  troth  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conftant  heart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy  young  boy 
of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  IhifF  wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of?  I  fliall  receive  mo- 
ny  on  Thurfday :  Thou  {halt  have  a  cap  to-morrow.  A  merry 
fong,  come :  it  grows  late,  we  will  to  bed.  Thou  wilt  forget 
me  when  I  am  gone. 

Dol.  By  my  troth  thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou  fay'ft 
fo:  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handfom  'till  thy  return — — 
•  Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  fack,  Francis. 

P.  Henry.  Poms.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

Fal.  Ha!  a  baftard  fon  of  the  King's!  and  art  not  i\ioMPom 
his  brother  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents,  what  a  life 
doft  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thgu :  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou  art  a  drawer. 
P.  Henry.  Very  true.  Sir :  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out  by 
the  ears. 

Hojl.  Oh,  the  lord  preferve  thy  good  grace.  Welcome  to, 
London.  Now  heav'n  blefs  that  fweet  face  of  thine :  what,  are 
you  come  from  Wales? 

FaL  Thou  whorfon-made  compound  of  majefty,  by  this  light 
flefh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[Leaning  his  hand  upon  Dolj 

Vol.  III.  T  t  Dol 


3  30  Second  Part  of 

Dol.  How !  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Poms-.  My  lord,  he  will  di4ve  you  out  of  your  rerengc,  and 
turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Hemy,  You  whorfbn  eancJl'e-myneyou,  how  vilely  did  you 
fj)eak  of  me  e\fen  now,  befere  this  honeft,  virtuous,  dvil  gen- 
tlewoman ? 

Hofi,  'Blelling  on  your  goocf  heart,  andfo  fhe  is  by  my  troth. 
Fat.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ^ 

P.  Henry.  Yes  j  and  you  knew  me  as  you  did  when  you  ran 
away  by  Gad^h'M^  you  knew  I  was^  at  your  back,  and  fpoke  it 
on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

Fak  No,  rtOy  no  not  Jf^  ^  I  did  not-  think  thou  waft  within 
hearing. 

P.  Henry.  Ffhall  drive  you  then:  to^  coiT^fs  the  wilfiil  abde, 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abufe,  Holy  on  my-  honour,  na  afeofe. 

P.  Henry.  Not  to  cfi^ailfeme,  and*  call  mepantler,  and  bEead*- 
chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

Fal.  No  abufe,  HaL 

Poms.  No  abufe  f 

Pal.  No  abul^,  iV^,"  iij  the  world  ,-  honeft  Ned,  none.  I 
difprais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might  not^B 
in  love  wirfi  him  ;  in  which  doing-,  I  have  done  the  part  of  a 
careful  friend,  and  true  /ubje<5t,  and  thy  father  is^  to  give  me 
thanks  for  it.  No  abule,  HbJ]  none,  Ned,  none  no,  boys,  none» 

P;  Henry.  See  now  wherfier  pure  fear  and  entire  cowardife 
doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentlewoman,  to  dofe 
with  us  ?  Is  fhe  of  the  wicked?  is^  thitie  hoftef^hereof  the  wicked  ? 
or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  ?  or  honefl:  Bttrdolphy  whofe  zeaP 
burns  in  his  nofe,  of  the  wicked  ? 

Wb'ms.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  an^f^er. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardblph  irrecoverabfe,  ami* 
his  fece  is  Lucifer's^  piivy-kitchen,  where  he  doth  nothing  but 

roaft 
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road  mault-worms :  for  the  boy,  there  is  a  good  angel  about 
him,  but  the  devil  f  out-bids  him  too. 
P.  Henry.  For  the  women  ? 

Fal,  For  one  of  them,  {he  in  is  hell  already,  and  burns  poor 
fouls :  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  mony ;  and  whether  fhe  be  damn'd 
for  that,  I  know  not. 

Hofl,  No,  I  warrant  you. 

FaL  No,  I  think  thou  art  not :  I  think  thou  art  quit  for  that. 
Marry,  there  is  another  indid:ment  upon  thee,  for  fiiffering  flefh 
to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to  the  law,  for  the  which  I 
think  thou  wilt  howl. 

Hoft,  All  viduallers  do  fo :  what  is  a  joint  of  mutton  or  two 
in  a  whole  Lent  7 

P.  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman. 

Dot,  What  fays  your  grace  ? 

Fal.  His  grace  fays  that  which  his  flefh  rebels  againft. 
Hofi.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  ac  door  ?  look  to  the  door  there, 
Francis, 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  King  your  father  is  at  Weflmtnfler, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  pofts 
Come  from  the  north  ,•  and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falflaff. 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven.  Poms,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame, 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time ; 
When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  South 
Born  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads, 

Tt  2  Give 
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Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak :  Falfiaff,  good  night. 

\Exeunt  Prince  and  Pbins. 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  (Veeteft  morlel  of  the  night,  and  we 
muft  hence,  and  leave  it  unpickt.  More  knocking  at  the  door  I 
how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  court.  Sir,  prefently :  a  dozen  cap- 
tains ftay  at  door  for  you. 

FaL  Pay  the  muficians,  Sirrah :  farewel  hoftefs,  farewel  DoL 
You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  fought  after ; 
the  undeferver  may  fleep,  when  the  man  of  a6tion  is  call'd  on. 
Farewel,  good  wenches  j  if  I  be  not  fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee 
you  again,  ere  I  go. 

DoL  I  cannot  fpeak  j  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  burft  

well,  (weet  Jack^  have  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

Fal.  Farewel,  farewel.  \Extt. 

Hofi.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe  twenty 
nine  years,  come  pefcod-time ;  but  an  honefter  and  truer-hearted 
man  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard,  Mrs.  Tear-jheet. 

Hofi.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  Miftrefs  Tear-Jheet  come  to  my  mafter. 

Hofi.  O  run,  Dol.  run ;  run,  good  Doh  {Exeunt^ 
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ACT   III.    SCENE  L 


LONDON. 

Enter  King  Henry  m  h  'ts  mght-gowny  with  a  Page. 

TT.    H  E  N  R  Y. 

O,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick: 
But  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  thefe  letters. 
And  well  confider  of  them :  make  good  fpeed. 

\Exit  Page, 
How  many  thoufan ds  of  my  pooreft  fiibjeds 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep !  *  O  gentle  Sleep, 
Nature's  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down. 
And  fteep  my  fenfes  in  forgetful nefs  ? 
Why  rather.  Sleep,  ly'ft  thou  in  fmoaky  cribs. 
Upon  uneafie  pallets  ftretching  thee, 
And  hufht  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  (lumber  ^ 
Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 
Under  the  canopies  of  coflly  ftate, 
And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fweetefl:  melody? 
O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'ft:  thou  with  the  vile 
In  loathfbm  beds,  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  larum-bell  ? 
Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft, 
Seal  up  the  fhip-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains^ 
In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  fiirge , 
And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  winds. 
Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  . top, 

*  Curling 
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*  Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

*  With  deaf'ning  clamours  in  the  flip'ry  (hrouds, 

*  That  with  the  hurley,  death  it  felf  awakes  r 

'  Canfl:  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  repole 

*  To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ? 
^  And  in  the  calmeft  and  the  ftilleft  night, 
^  With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

*  Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  then  happy  low !  lye  down  ; 
XJneafie  lyes  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

s  c  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 

War.  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majefty. 
K.  Henry,  Is  it  good-morrow^  lords  ? 
War.  'Tis  one  a  clock,  and  paft. 

K.  Henry.  Why  then  good-morrow  to  you  all,  my  lords : 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you? 
War,  We  have,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry,  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  kingdcaw. 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  difeafes  grow. 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War.  It  is  bun  as  a  body,  yet  diftemper'd. 
Which  to  his  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd. 
With  good  advice  and  Uttle  medicine ; 
^y  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cooPd, 

K.  Henry,  Oh  heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate. 
And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 
Weary  of  folid  firmnels,  melt  it  felf 
Into  the  fea    and  other  times,  to  fee 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips  :  how  chances  mock 
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And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

With  divers  liquors.  '  O,  if  this  Were  feett. 

The  happieft  youth  viewing  hi$  progrefs  throtfgh. 

What  perils  paft,  what  crofTes  to  enfuie, 

Wou'd  fhut  the  book,  and  fit  him  down  and  die. 

'Tis  not  ten  years  fincc  Richard  and  Northumberland 

Did  feaft  together    and  in  two  years  after 

Were  they  at  wars.   If  h  but  eight  years  finee 

This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  fottl. 

Who  hke  a  brother  forPd  in  my  affairs. 

And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot 

Yea  for  my  fake  ev'n  to  the  eyes  of  Rkhard^ 

Gave  him  defiance.  Which  of  you  was  by  ^ 

(You,  coufin  Nev'd,  as  I  may  remember,}  [TJ  Warwick,. 

When  Richard  with  his  eye  brim-full  of  tears^ 

Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northnmherhndy. 

Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy* 

*  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  by  the  which 

*  My  coufin  Bol'mgbroke  afcends  my  throne: 
(Though  then,  heav'n  knows,  I  had  no  fiich'  intentf, 
But  that  neceflity  fo  bow'd  the  firate. 

That  I  and  greatnefs  were  compelPJ  to  kifs) 

*  The  time  fhall  come,  (thus  did  he  follow  it,) 

'  The  time  will  come,  that  foul  fin  gathering  head^ 

*  Shall  break  into  corruption  ;  fb  went  on, 
Fore-relling  this  fame  time's  condition. 
And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

fVar.  There  is  a  hiftory  in  all  men's  lives,. 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the^  times  deceased ; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefie 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  He  intreafiired. 

SugE 

*  iTsefe  f9ur  verfes  are  fu^lfd  from  the  edition  of  i<Joo. 
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Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  ; 
And  by  the  neceffary  form  of  this. 
King  Rkhard  might  create  a  perfe<5t  guefs. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him. 
Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs. 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Henry.  Are  thefe  things  then  neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceffities  ; 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us : 
They  fay  the  Bifliop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

IVar.  It  cannot  be  : 
•Rumour  tloth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.    Pleafe  it  your  grace 
To  go  to  bed.    Upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  pow'rs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill. 
And  thefe  unfeafbn'd  hours  perforce  muft  add 
'iUnto  your  ficknefs. 

K.  Henry,  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
HWe  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  holy-land.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

The    C  0  V  N  T  R  T. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  Jujl'ices ;  with  Mouldy,  Shadow, 
Wart,  Feeble,  Bull-calf. 

iW^/./^OME  on,  come  on,  come  on ;  give  me  your  hand, 
V->  Sir  j  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  f  rood.   And  how  doth 
my  good  coufin  Silence? 

StL  Good  morrow,  good  coufin  Shallow, 

Shah  And  how  doth  my  coufin,  your  bed-fellow  ?  and  youE 
faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  7 
.  Sd,  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  yea  and  nay.  Sir,  I  dare  fay  my  coufin  William  is. 
become  a  good  fcholar  ?  he  is  at  Oxford  flill,  is  he  not  ? 

Sd.  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  cofl. 

Shal.  He  muft  then  to  the  Inns  of  court  fhortly :  I  was  once 
o£  Clemen fs-lnn  i  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad  Shal- 
low yet. 

Sd.  You  were  call'd  lufty  Shallow  then,  coufin. 

Shal.  I  was  call'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done  any  thing 
indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and  little  John  Dolt 
of  Staffordfhlre^  and  black  George  Bare,  and  Francis  Plckhone, 
and  Wdl  Squele  a  Cofswold  man,  you  had  not  four  fiich  fwinge- 
bucklers  in  all  the  Inns  of  court  again:  and  I  may  fay  to  you, 
we  knew  where  the  Bona-Koha^s  were,  and  had  the  beft  of  them 
all  at  commandment.  Then  was  Jack  Falftaff,  (now  Sir  John^ 
boyj  a  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sd.  This  Sir  John,  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
Soldiers  ? 

Shal.  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame :  I  jfaw  him  break 
Schoggan'%  head  at  the  court-gate,  when  he  was  a  crack,  not  thus 
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high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did  fight  with  one  Sampfon  Stock-- 
fifhy  a  fruiterer,  behind  Grays-Inn,  Oh  the  mad  days  that  I  have 
fpent !  and  to  fee  how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ? 
Sd.  We  {hall  all  follow,  coufin. 

ShaL  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fiire,  very  fure:  death  ^  (as 
the  Pfalmift  faith)  is  certain  to  all,  all  fhall  die.  How  a  good 
yoke  of  Bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  ? 

Sd.  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

Shal.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  town  living  yet  > 
Sd.  Dead,  Sir. 

ShaL  Dead !  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow :  and  dead  >  he 
ftiot  a  fine  flioot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  and  betted 
much  mony  on  his  head.  Dead!  He  would  have  clapt  in  the 
clowt  at  twelve  fcore,  and  carried  yon  a  fore-hand  fhafi:  a  four- 
teen and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  man's 
heart  good  to  fee.    How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

Sd.  Thereafter  as  they  be :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may  be  worth 
ten  pounds. 

ShaL  And  is  old  Double  dead? 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Page, 

Sd.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Faljle^'%  men,  as  I  think. 

Shal.  Good-morrow,  honeft  gentlemen. 

Bard.  I  bcfecch  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow? 

ShaL  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  Sir,  a  poorEfquire  of  this  county, 
one  of  the  King's  Juflices  of  tlie  peace :  what  is  your  good  plea- 
fure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain.  Sir,  commends  him  to  you :  my  captain 
Sir  John  Falflaff  a  tall  gentleman  ty  heav'n !  and  a  moft:  gal- 
lant leader. 

ShaL  He  greets  me  well:  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good  back- 

fword 
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fword  man.  How  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I  ask  ho\/  my 
lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard,  Sir,  pardon^  a  fbldier  is  better  accommodated  than 
with  a  wife. 

ShaL  It  is  well  laid.  Sir ;  and  it  is  well  laid  indeed,  too :  bet- 
ter accommodated  it  is  good,  yea  indeed  is  it  j  good  phrafes 

furely  are,  and  ever  were,  very  commendable.  Accommodated — 
it  comes  of  Accommodo  very  good,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard,  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe,  call 
you  it?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the  phrafe:  but  I  will  maintain 
the  word  with  my  fword,  to  be  a  fbldier-like  word,  and  a  word 
of  exceeding  good  command.  Accommodated^  that  is,  when  a 
man  is  as  they  fay,  accommodated  j  or,  when  a  fnan  t»emg 
whereby  he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated,  viiich  is  m 
excellent  thing. 

SCENE  V, 

Enter  FalflafF. 

Shot,  It  is  very  jufl: :  look,  here  comes  good  Sir  John,  Give 
me  your  hand,  give  me  your  worihip's  good  hand ;  truft  me,  you 
look  well,  and  bear  your  years  very  well.  Welcome,  good  Sir 
John, 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  (ee  yon  well,  good  mailer  Robert  Shallow : 
Matter  Sure-card,  as  I  think  ? 

Shal,  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  coufin  Silence in  commiflion 
with  me. 

Fal,  Good  mafter  Stlence^  it  well  befits  you  fhould  be  of  the 
peace. 

Stl.  Your  good  worfhip  is  welcome, 

Fal,  Fie,  this  is  hot  wearfier  gentlemen,  have  you  provided 
me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 
Shal,  Marry  have  \\^e,  Sir  :  will  you  fit  ? 

U  u  1  fi 
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Fal.  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeecli  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  roll ?  where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll? 
let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee :  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo :  yea,  marry, 
Sir.  Ralph  Mouldy :  let  them  appear  as  I  call :  let  them  do  fo, 
let  them  do  fo.   Let  me  fee,  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

MouL  Here,  if  it  pleafe  yon. 

Shal.  What  think  you.  Sir  John  ?  a  good  limbM  fellow :  young, 
ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy? 

MouL  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

FaL  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent  i' faith.  Things  that  are 
mouldy,  lackufe:  very  lingular  good.  Well  faid,  Sir  3^^?^;^,  ve- 
ry well  faid. 

Fal.  Prick  him. 

Moul.  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could  have  let 
me  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now  for  one  to  do  her 
husbandry,  and  her  drudgery  j  you  need  not  to  have  prickt  me, 
there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to:  peace  Afi?^/^/}',  you  fhall  go.  Mouldy ^  it  is  time 
you  were  fpent. 

MouL  Spent? 

ShaL  Peace,  fellow,  peace :  ftand  afidc :  know  you  where 
you  are  ?  for  the  other,  Sir  John.  Let  me  fee :  Simon  Shadow. 

Fal.  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under:  he's  Hke  to 
be  a  cold  foldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow? 

Shad.  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  Shadow y  whofe  fon  art  thou  I 
Shad.  My  mother's  fbn.  Sir. 

FaL  Thy  mother's  fon !  like  enough;  and  thy  father's  fha- 
dow :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fhadow  of  the  male :  it  is 
often  fo  indeed,  but  not  of  the  father's  fubftance. 

ShaL 
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ShaL  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John? 

Fal.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  a  fummer ;  prick  him  ^  for  we  have 
a  number  of  (hadows  to  fill  up  the  mufter-book. 
ShaL  Thomas  Wart, 

Fal,  Where's  he?  . 

Wart,  Here,  Sir. 

Fal,  Is  thy  name  Wart? 

Wart.  Yea,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down.  Sir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous;  for  his  apparel  is  built  upon  his  back, 
and  the  whole  frame  ftands  upon  pins :  prick  him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  Sir  3  you  can  do  it :  I  com- 
mend you  well.     Francis  Feeble. 

Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 

Shal.  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  woman's  tailor,  Sir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him.  Sir? 

Fal.  You  may :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor  he  would 
:have  pric'  ;d  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  enemy's 
battel,  as  tliou  haft  done  in  a  woman's  petticoat  ? 

Feeble.  1  will  do  my  good  will.  Sir    you  can  have  no  more. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor ;  well  faid,  courageous 
Feeble:  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful  Dove,  or  moft 
magnanimous  Moufe.  Prick  the  woman's  tailor  well,  mafter  Shal- 
low y  deep,  mafter  Shallozv.  . 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thouwert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou  might'ft  mend 
him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put  him  to  be  a  private 
foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo  many  thouf^nds.  Let  that  fuffice, 
moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble,  It  ftiall  fuffice. 

FaL  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble*    Who  is  the  next  ? 

ShaL 
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ShaL  Peter  Bulcalf  of  the  green. 
FaL  Yea,  marry,  let  us  fee  Bulcalf, 
BuL  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow.  Come  prick  me  Bukalfy  'till 
he  roar  again. 

Bui.  Oh  good  my  lord  captain. 

FaL  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  th' art  prickt? 

BuL  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafcd  man. 

FaL  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

BuL  A  whorfon  cold.  Sir  j  a  cough,  Sir,  which  I  caught  with 
dnging  in  the  King's  affairs,  upon  his  coronation  day.  Sir. 

FaL  Come,  thou  flialt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown :  we  will 
have  away  thy  cold,  and  I  will  take  fiich  order  that  thy  friends 
lhall  ring  for  thee.   Is  here  all  ? 

ShaL  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number,  you  muft 
:have  but  four  here.  Sir ;  and  fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  with  me  to 
dinner. 

FaL  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  1  cannot  tarry  din- 
-ner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth,  matter  Shallow, 

ShaL  Oy  Sir  Jahn^  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all  night 
in  the  wind-mill  in  Saint  George^s  fields  ? 

FaL  No  more  of  that,  good  mafter  Shallow^  no  more  of  that. 

ShaL  Ha!  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night-work 
alive  ? 

FaL  She  lives,  mafter  Shallow, 
ShaL  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

FaL  Never,  never ;  flie  would  always  fay  fhe  could  not  abide 
mafter  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  the  mafs  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart:  flie  was 
then  a  Bona-roba,  Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well  ? 
FaL  Old,  old,  mafter  Shallow, 

ShaL  Nay,  fhe  muft  be  old,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  be  old  ^ 
certain  fhc's  old,  and  had  Robm  N'tght-work  by  old  N'tght-worky 
i^efore  I  came  to  Cleme^f  s-lnn,  -S'iL 
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S'tl,  That's  fifty  five  years  ago. 

Sbal.  Hah,  coufin  Sdemey  that  thon  hadft  feen  that,  that 
this  knight  and  I  have  feen :  hah.  Sir  John,  faid  I  well  ? 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  mafter  Shallow: 

Shah  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith  Sir  John  we  have : 
our  watch  word  was  hem-boys.  Come,  let's  to  dinner  ,•  Oh  the 
days  that  we  have  feen !  come,  come. 

BuL  Good  mafter  corporate  Bardolph  ftand  my  friend,  and 
here  is  four  Harry  ten  {hillings  in  French  crowns  for  you :  in 
very  truth.  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd.  Sir,  as  go and  yet 
for  mine  own  part.  Sir,  I  do  not  care,  but  rather  becaufe  I  am 
unwilling,  and  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  defire  to  ftay  with 
my  friends,  elfc.  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for  mine  own  part  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to;  ftand  afide. 

Moul.  And  good  mafter  corporal  captain,  for  my  old  dame's 
fake  ftand  my  friend :  ftie  hath  no  body  to  do  any  thing  about 
her  when  I  am  gone,  and  {he's  old  and  cannot  help  her  felf : 
you  fliall  have  forty.  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  tOj  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once ;  we  owe  God  a 
death.  I  will  never  bear  a  ba(e  mind :  if  it  be  my  deftiny,  fo : 
if  it  be  not,  fo.  No  man  is  too  good  to  ferve  his  Prince  j  and 
let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year  is  quit  for  the 
next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 
Feihle.  'Faith  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 
Fal.  Come,  Sir,  which  men  ftiall  I  have  ? 
Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you;  I  have  three  pound  to  free 
Mouldy  and  Bulcalf. 
Fal  Go  to :  well. 

Shal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 
Fal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shah 
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Shal.  Marry  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalf,  Feeble  and  Shadow. 

FaL  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf:  for  you.  Mouldy  ftay  at  home  'till 
you  are  paft  fer vice :  and  for  your  part,  Bulcalf y  grow  'till  you 
come  unto  it :  I  will  none  of  you. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  John^  do  not  your  felf  wrong,  they  are 
your  likelieft  men,  and  1  would  have  you  ferv'd  with  the  beft. 

Fal.  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallow,  how  to  chufe  a  man  ? 
care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  ftature,  bulk  and  big  fem- 
blance  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  fpirit,  mafter  Shallow.  Here's 
Wart,  you  fee  what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is :  he  fhall  charge 
you  and  difcharge  you  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer  ,• 
come  off  and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewer's 
bucket.  And  this  fame  half-fac'd  fellow  Shadow,  give  me  this 
man,  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  enemy,  the  fo-man  may  with 
as  great-  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen-knife :  and,  for  a  retreat, 
liow  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run  off.  O  give 
me  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  f  cali- 
ver  into  JVarfs  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverfe;  t^us,  thus,  thus. 
r   Fal.  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver:  fo,  very  well,  go  to, 
very  good,  exceeding  good.    O  give  me  always  a  little,  lean, 
old,  chopt,  bald  {hot.   Well  laid,  Wart,  thou  art  a  good  fcab : 
hold,  there's  a  tefter  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  right.  I 
remember  at  MHe-End-Green,  when  I  lay  at  Clemenfs  Inn,  I  was 
then  Sir  Dagenet  in  Arthur's  (how,  there  was  a  little  €[uiver  fel- 
low, and  he  would  manage  you  his  piece  thus  and  he  would 
about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in :  rah, 
tah,  tah,  would  he  fay  bounce,  would  he  fay,  and  away  again 
would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come :  I  fhall  never  fee  flich  a 
fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellows  will  do  welL  Ma-fter  Shallow,  God  keep 
you  j  farewel,  mafter  Silence.  I  will  not  ufc  many  words  with  you ; 

fare 
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fare  yoin  weH,  gentlemea  both.  I  thank  you^  I  muft  a  dozen  mik 
to-nigJit.  Bardolph^  give  the  foldiers  coats. 

ShaL  Sir  JohH,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  proiper  your  affairs, 
and  fend  us  peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my  houfe.  Let  our  old 
acquaintance  be  renewed :  peradventure  I  will  with  you  to  -the 
court. 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  mafter  Shallow. 
Shah  Go  to  :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.  Fare  you  well.  \Extt, 
Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen.  On,  Bardolph,  lead  the  men 
away.  As  I  return  I  will  fetch  off  thefe  Juftices :  I  do  fee  the 
bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow.  How  fubjedt  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice 
of  lying !  this  fame  ftarv'd  Juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prated 
to  me  of  the  wildnefs  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done 
about  Turnbal-Jlreet  ^  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  more  duly  paid  to 
the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clemenfs 
Inn,  like  a  man  made  after  fupper  of  a  cheefe-paring.  When  he 
was  naked  he  was  for  all  the  world  like  a  forked  radifh,  with 
a  head  fantaftically  carv'd  upon  it  with  a  knife.  He  was  fo  for- 
lorn, that  his  dimenfions,  to  any  thick  fight  were  invifible.  He 
was  the  very  Genms  of  famine,  ''yet  leacherous  as  a  Monkey, 
and  the  whores  call'd  him  Mandrake :  he  came  ever  in  the  rere- 
ward  of  the  fafliion ;  and  fiing  thofe  tunes  to  the  over-  f  fchutcht 
hufwives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whiftle,  and  fware  they  were 
his  Fancies^  or  his  Good-mghts.  And  now  is  this  vice's  dagger 
become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt  as  if  he 
had  been  fworn  brother  to  him :  and  I'll  be  (worn  he  never  faw 
him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  broke  his  head  for 
crouding  among  the  Marfhal's  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told  John 
of  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name,  for  you  might  have  trufs'd 
him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  Eel-skin :  the  cafe  of  a  treble 
hoboy  was  a  manfion  for  him^  and  now  hath  he  land  and 
beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I  return  and 
it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will  make  him  a  philofopher's  two  ftones 

'        V  O  L.    III.  X   X  to 
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to  me.  If  the  young  Dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no 
reafbn  in  the  law  of  nature  but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let  time 
fliape,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV.   SCENE  1. 


In  rORKSHIRE. 
Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Haftings,  and  Colevile. 

York. 

HAT  is  this  foreft  call'd? 
Hafi.  'Tis  Gaultree  foreft. 
Tork.  Here  ftand  my  lords,  and  fend  difco- 
verers  forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 
Hafl.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 
Tork.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends  and  brethren  in  thcfe  great  affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure  and  fubftance  thus : 
How  he  doth  wifh  his  perfbn,  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  ^  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes. 
To  Scotland:  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  over  live  the  hazard 


And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 
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Mowb,  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground. 
And  dafli  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Haft.  Now,  what  news? 

Mejf.  Weft  of  this  foreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  nuniber 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mowb.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Tork.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Mowb.  I  think  it  is  my  lord  of  Weftmorland. 

Weft.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  Prince,  lord  John^  and  Duke  of  Lancafter. 

Tork.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Weftmorlandy  in  peace: 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

Weft.  Then,  my  lord, 
Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  (iibftance  of  my  fpeech.    If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abjed  routs. 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage. 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys  and  beggary,- 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear'd 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  fliape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lords. 
Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infiirredion 
With  your  fair  honour?,    You,  my  lord  Arch-billiop, 

X  X  1  Whofe 
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Who^  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  mamtafEfcJ, 

Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  haith  touch'df, 

Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd. 

Whole  white  inveftments  figure  innocence. 

The  Dove  and  very  bleffed  Ipirit  of  peace  ; 

Wherefore  do  you  fo  fU  tranflate  your  fclf, 

Out  of  the  fpcech  of  peace,  rhat  bears  ftrch  grace. 

Into  the  harfh  and  boift'rotw  tongue  of  war  > 

Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  Mood', 

Your  pens  to  launces,  and  yoirr  tongue  divine 

To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

^  Tork.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  (b  the  queftion  ftands. 
Briefly  to  this  end :  we  are  all  difeas'd. 
And  with  our  liirfeiting  and  wanton  hours. 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  feaver. 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  King  Richard  being  infe(5ted,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moft  noble  lord  of  Weflmorland^ 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician : 
Nor  do  I  as  an  enemy  to  peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men : 
But  rather  {hew  a  while  like  fearful  war. 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs. 
And  purge  th'  obflrudions  which  begin  to  ftop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.    Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weighed 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fiifFer, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  flream  of  time  doth  run,. 
And  are  inforc'd  from  our  mofl  quiet  there. 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  ,• 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  grief^. 
When  time  ftiall  fcrve,  to  fhew  in  articles 

Which 

•  Mafi  of  this  f^eech  infer  ted  fme  the  fir  ft  edition. 
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Which  long  ere  this  we  ofFer'd  to  the  King, 

And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience. 

When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefs. 

We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon, 

Ev'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  hare  done  us  wrong. 

The  danger  of  the  day's  but  newly  gone, 

Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

With  yet-appearing  blood;  and  the  examples 

Of  every  minute's  inftance,  prefent  now. 

Hath  put  us  in  thele  ill-befeeming  arms : 

Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it. 

But  to  eftablifh  here  a  peace  indeed. 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

IVeJi.  Whenever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 
What  Peer  hath  been  fiiborn'd  to  grate  on  you. 
That  you  fhould  leal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion,  with  a  feal  divine  ? 

Tork,  My  brother  General,  the  common-wealth 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular, 

fVefi.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrejfs,- 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowb,  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all, . 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before, 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours.^ 

^Wefl,  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray y  . 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceffities. 
And  you  fhall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Or  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  time. 

That 

*  iTie  two  or  three  mi^t  f^eeches  were  alfo  of  thofe  inferted. 
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That  you  fliould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.   Were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  feigniories. 
Your  noble  and  right-well-rememberM  father's  ? 

Mowh.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  ftate  ftood  then, 
Was  forc'd,  perforce  compell'd  to  banifh  him. 
And  then,  when  Henry  Bolmgbroke  and  he 
Being  mounted  and  both  rowfed  in  their  feats, 
Their  neighing  courfers  daring  of  the  fpur. 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down. 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  fteel. 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  of  Bolmgbroke  ; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftaff  he  threw. 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf,  and  all  their  lives. 
That  by  indictment  or  by  dint  of  Iword 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bol'mgbroke, 

JVefi.  You  fpeak,  lord  Mowbray  now,  you  know  not  what. 
The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  moft  valiant  gentleman. 
Who  knows  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd^ 
But  if  your  father  had  been  vidor  there, 
He  ne'er  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry^ 
For  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 
Cry'd  hate  upon  him ;  all  their  prayers  and  love 
Were  fet  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on. 
And  blefs'd  and  grac'd  more  than  the  King  himfelf. 
But  this  is  meer  digreflion  from  my  purpofe. 
Here  come  I  from  our  orincely  General, 

To 
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To  know  your  griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace. 
That  he  will  give  you  audience    and  wherein 
It  (hall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft. 
You  fhall  enjoy  them  j  every  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer. 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

fVefi.  Mowbray^  you  over-ween  to  take  it  fb : 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear. 
For  lo  within  a  ken  our  army  lyes ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battel  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  perfed:  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  beft ; 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Mowb,  Well,  by  my  will  we  (hall  admit  no  parley. 

Wefi.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence : 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  fall  commiflion. 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  ftand  upon  ? 

If  eft.  That  is  intended  in  the  General's  name: 
I  mufe  you  make  fb  flight  a  queflion. 

Tork,  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Weftmorland^  this  fchedul 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd. 
All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  a<5tion. 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantial  form 
And  prefent  executions  of  our  wills. 
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To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes  confined  ; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again.^ 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Wejl.  This  will  I  fhew  the  General.    Pleafe  you,  lords, 
In  fight  of  both  our  battels,  we  may  meet 
At  either  end  in  peace ;  which  heav'n  fo  frame! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  Iwords 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Tork,  My  lord,  we  will  do  fb.  \Ejxk  Weft. 

s  c  E  N  E  m. 

Mowh.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 

Hafi.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  fo  abfblute. 
As  our  conditions  fhall  infift  upon. 
Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Mowh.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch. 
That  ev'ry  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe. 
Yea  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafon. 
Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  adion. 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths,  martyrs  in  love. 
We  (hall  be  winnow'd  with  fb  rough  a  wind. 
That  ev'n  our  corn  fliall  feem  as  light  as  chaff. 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Tork.  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this ;  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  fiich  picking  grievances  : 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean. 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 
That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lo/s 

To 
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To  new  remembrance.    For  full  well  he  knows. 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land. 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion ; 

His  foes  are  fb  enrooted  with  his  friends. 

That  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 

He  doth  unfaften  fo  and  (hake  a  friend. 

So  that  this  land,  like  an  offenfive  wife. 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes, 

As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  infant  up, 

And  hangs  refolv'd  correction  in  the  arm 

That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haft.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaflifement  : 
So  that  his  pow'r,  like  to  a  fanglefs  Lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Tork.  Tis  very  true  : 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  lord  Marfhal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well. 
Our  peace  will  like  a  broken  limb  united. 
Grow  flronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowh,  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  return'd  my  lord  of  Weftmorland. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Weft.  The  Prince  is  here  at  hand :  pleafeth  your  lordfhip 
To  meet  his  grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  armies? 

Mowb.  Your  Grace  of  Tork  in  God's  name  then  fet  forward* 

TorL  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace,  my  lord,  we  come. 

s  c  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancafter. 

Lan.  You're  well  encounter'd  here,  my  coufin  Mowbray ; 
Vol.  m.  Y  y  Good 


554  Second  Part  of 

Good  day  to  you,  niy  gentle  lord  Arch-biftiop, 

And  fo  to  you,  lord  Hafi'wgs,  and  to  all. 

My  lord  of  J^orky  it  better  fhew*d  with  you. 

When  that  your  flock  affembled  by  the  bell 

Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence  * 

Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text 

Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man. 

Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 

Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  fun-fhine  of  his  favour, 

Would  he  abufe  the  count'nance  of  the  King, 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach. 

In  fhadow  of  iluch  greatnefs  ?  With  you,  lord  Bifliop, 

It  is  ev'n  fo.  Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken. 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  ? 

To  us,  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament 

To  us,  th'  imagin'd  voice  of  heav'n  it  felf  j 

The  very  opener,  and  intelHgencer 

Between  the  grace,  the  fandtities  of  heav'n. 

And  our  dull  workings.    O,  who  fhall  believe 

But  you  mifufe  the  rev'rence  of  your  place. 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heav'n. 

As  a  falfe  favourite  doth  his  Prince's  name, 

In  deeds  difhon'rable  ?  you've  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God 

The  fubjeds  of  his  (iibftitute,  my  father,- 

And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 

Have  here  up-fwarm'd  them. 

Tork.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancafiery 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  fVeflmorland, 
The  time  mif-order'd  doth  in  common  fenfc 

Crowd 
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Crowd  us  and  cnifti  us  to  this  monftrous  form. 

To  hold  our  fafety  up.    I  fent  your  grace 

The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief. 

The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  (hov'd  from  the  court : 

Whereon  this  Hydra-fon  of  war  is  born, 

Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep 

With  grant  of  our  moft  juft  and  right  defire; 

And  true  obedience,  of  this  madncfs  cur  d. 

Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majefty. 

Mowh,  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Hafi.  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 
We  have  fiipplies  to  fecond  our  attempt: 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  ftiall  fecond  them. 
And  fo  fuccefs  of  mifchief  fhall  be  born. 
And  heir  from  heir  fhall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
W^hile  England  {hall  have  generation. 

Lan.  You  are  too  (hallow,  Hafirngs,  much  too  fhallow. 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Wejl,  Pleafeth  your  grace,  to  anfwer  them  directly. 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan,  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook. 
And  fome  about  him  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrefled  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  thefe  griefs  fhall  be  with  fpeed  redreft  j 
Upon  my  life  they  fhalL    If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  pow'rs  unto  their  feveral  counties. 
As  we  will  ours ;  and  here  between  the  armies 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace  j 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home. 
Of  our  reftored  love  and  amity. 

Y  y  1  TorL 
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TorL  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrefles, 
Lan,  I  give  it  you ;  and  will  maintain  my  word ; 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace. 

Hafi.  Go  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace  j  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them.    Hie  thee,  captain. 

[ExH  Colevil  , 

York.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmorland, 

IVefi.  I  pledge  your  Grace  j  and  if  you  knew  what  pains 
I  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely  ,•  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  fliew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

TorL  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

JVefi,  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  coufin  Mowhray, 

Mowb.  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafbn. 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ill. 

Tork.  Againft  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry. 
But  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Weji.  Therefore  be  merry  Coz,  fince  fudden  fbrrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus ;  fome  good  thing  comes  to-morrow. 

TorL  Believe  me,  I  am  pafling  light  in  fpirit. 

Mowb.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

Lan.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered    hark !  they  fhout. 

Mowb,  This  had  been  chearful  after  victory. 

TorL  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conqueft  ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  lubdu'd. 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

Lan.  Go,  my  lord, 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too.  \_Exk  Well. 

And  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  {hould  have  cop'd  withal. 

TorL 
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Tork.  Go,  good  lord  Hafi'mgs: 
And  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by.  \Ex.  }lz&: 

Lan,  I  truft,  lords,  we  fhall  lye  to-night  together. . 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Now  coufin,  wherefore  ftandi  our  army  ftill  ? 

Wejl,  The  leaders  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand, , 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  (peak. 

Lan,  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-Enter  Haftings. 

Haft.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already : 
Like  youthful  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfe 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth :  or  like  a  fchool  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  fporting-place. 

M^efi.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Haftmgs  ^  for  the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafon : 
And  you  lord  Arch-bifhop,  and  you  lord  Mowhra^y^ 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowh.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  B 

IVefi.  Is  your  affembly  fb? 

Tork.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  i 

Lan.  I  pav/n'd  you  none : 
I  promis'd  you  redrcfs  of  thefe  fame  grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain ;  which  by  mine  honour 
I  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriftian  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  Inch  a(5ts  as  yours. 
Moft  ftiallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence,. 
Fondly  brought  here^  and  fooHfhly  fent  hence. 

Strike 
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Strike  up  otir  drums,  purfoe  the  fcatter'd  ftr ay, 

Heav'n  and  not  we  have  fafely  fonght  to-day. 

Some  guard  thcfe  traitors  to.  the  block  of  death, 

Treafon's  true  bed  and  yielder  up  of  breath.  [Exeunt. 

s  c  E  N  E  vi. 


Enter  Falftaff  and  Colevile. 

FaL  What's  your  name,  Sir  ?  of  what  condition  arc  you  ?  and 
fof  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cole,  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir :  and  my  name  is  Colev'de  of  the 
dale. 

FaL  Well  theri,  ColevHe  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is  your  de- 
'gree,  ^nd  your  place,  the  dale.  Colev'de  (hall  ftill  be  your  name, 
'  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your  place,  a  place  deep 
enough :  fo  /hall  you  ftill  be  Colev'de  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falflaff') 

FaL  As  good  a  man  as  he,  Sir,  who  e'er  I  am :  do  ye  yield. 
Sir,  or  fhall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat,  they  are  the  drops 
of  thy  lovers^  and  they  weep  for  thy  death,  therefore  rowze  up 
fear  and  trembling,  and  do  obfervance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole,  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falfiaff^  and  in  that  thought 
yield  me. 

Fal,  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of  mine, 
and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other  word  but  my 
name :  an  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indifferency,  I  were  fimply 
the  moft  adtive  fellow  in  Europe :  my  womb,  my  womb,  my 
womb  undoes  me.    Here  comes  our  General. 

Enter  Prmce  John  of  Lancafter,  and  Weftmorland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now, 
Call  in  the  pow'rs,  good  coufin  WeJlmorlaruL         [Exh  Weft. 

Now 
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Now  Falfiaff^  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life. 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  gallow's  back. 

FaL  I  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  fhould  be  thus :  I  ne- 
ver knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of  valour. 
Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bullet  ?  have  I,  in 
my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedition  of  thought  ?  I  Ipeeded 
hither  with  the  very  extreameft  inch  of  poffibility.  I  have  foun- 
der'd  ninefcore  and  odd  pofts :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am, 
have  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour  taken  Sir  'John  Cole- 
of  the  dale,  a  moft  furious  Knight  and  valorous  enemy: 
but  what  of  that  ?  he  faw  me  and  yielded ;  that  I  may  juftly  fay 
with  the  hook-nos'd  fellow  of  Rome^  I  came,  faw,  and  overcame, 

Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefie  than  your  deferving. 

Fal.  I  know  not  ^  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him  and  I 
befeech  your  grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reft  of  this  day's 
deeds  or  by  the  lord  I  will  have  it  in  a  particular  ballad  elfe, 
with  mine  own  pi  dure  on  the  top  of  it,  Colevtle  killing  my  foot : 
to  the  which  courfe  if  I  be  enforc'd,  if  you  do  not  all  fhew  like 
gilt  two-pences  to  me  ,•  and  I  in  the  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'erfhine 
you  as  much  as  the  full  Moon  doth  the  cynders  of  the  elemen  tp 
which  fhew  like  pins  heads  to  her  ,•  believe  not  the  word  of  the 
noble.  Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan,  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fah  Let  it  fhine  then. 

Lan,  Thine's  too  thick  to  fhine. 

FaL  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may  do  m€ 
good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 
N       Lan.  Is  thy  name  Colevile? 
Cole,  It  is,  my  lord. 
Lan,  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevtle, 
FaU  And  a  famous  true  fubjed  took  him, 

CoJe^ 
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Cole.  'I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither  •  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  {houid  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves ;  but  thou,  like  a  kind 
fellow,  gav'ft  thy  fclf  away  gratis ;  and  I  thank  thee,  for  thee. 

S  C  E  N  E  VII. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

(Lan,  Now  have  you  left  purfuit  > 

■Wefi,  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  ftay'd. 

Lan,  Send  Colev'tle  then  with  his  confederates 
.To  Tork,  to  prefent  execution. 
Blunt y  lead  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

[Ex,  with  Colevile. 
And  now  difpatch  we  tow'rd  the  court,  my  lords  ; 
'I  hear  the  King,  my  father,  is  fore  fick  : 
Our  news  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  Majefty, 
Which,  coufin,  you  (hall  bear  to  comfort  him : 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  through 
Glo'fterjhtre  and  when  you  come  to  court,  'pray^  ftand  in  your 
good  report,  my  lord. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falfiaff;  I,  in  my  condition. 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  defervT.  [Exit, 

Fal.  I  would  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better  than  your 
dukedome.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fober-blooded  boy 
doth  not  love  me  ,•  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh  ,•  but  that's 
no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never  any  of  thefe  de- 
mure boys  come  to  any  proof  •  for  thin  drink  doth  fb  over-cool 
their  blood,  and  making  many  fifh-mcals,  that  they  fall  into  a 
kind  of  male  green-ficknefs  and  then  when  they  marry,  they 
get  wenches.    They  are  generally  fools  and  cowards,-  which 
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fome  of  us  fliould  be  too ;  but  for  inflammation.  A  good  Sher- 
ris-Sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it ;  it  afcends  me  into  the 
brain,  dries  me  there  all  the  foolifh,  dull  and  crudy  vapours 
which  environ  it ;  makes  it  apprehenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full 
of  nimble,  fiery  and  dele<5table  fhapes ;  which  deliver'd  o'er  to 
the  voice,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit. 
The  fecond  property  of  your  excellent  Sherris,  is  the  warming 
of  the  blood  j  which  before  cold  and  fettled,  left  the  hver  white 
and  pale  which  is  the  badge  of  pufiUanimity  and  cowardife  ; 
but  the  Sherris  warms  it,  and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards, 
to  the  parts  extreme  j  it  illuminateth  the  face,  which  as  a  bea^ 
con,  gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom,  Man, 
to  arm  ,•  and  then  the  vital  commoners  and  inland  petty  fpirits 
mufter  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart ;  who  great,  and  puft 
up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage ;  and  this  valour 
comes  of  Sherris.  So  that  skill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without 
Sack,  for  that  fets  it  a-work ;  and  learning  a  meer  hoard  of  gold 
kept  by  a  devil,  'till  fack  commences  it,  and  fets  it  in  ad:  and 
ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant  ^  for  the  cold 
blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean, 
fteril  and  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded,  and  till'd,  with  ex- 
cellent endeavour  of  drinking  good  and  good  ftore  of  fcrtil  Sher- 
ris, that  he  is  become  very  hot  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thou- 
fand  fons,  the  firft  humane  principle  I  would  teach  them  fhou'd 
be  to  forfwear  thin  potations,  and  to  ad  did  themfelves  to  Sack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

How  now  Bardolph? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go ;  Pll  through  Glocelierfh  'ire,  and  there  will 
I  vifit  mafter  Robert  Shallow^  Efquire :  I  have  him  already  tem- 
pering between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and  fiiortly  will  I  feal 
with  him.    Come  away.  [Exermt. 

¥oL.  IIL  Z  z  SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry lords,  if  heav'n  doth  give  fuccefsful  end 

To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fan6tify'd. 
Our  navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  power  collected. 
Our  fubftitutes  in  abfence  well  invefted. 
And  every  thing  lyes  level  to  our  wifli: 
Only  we  want  a  little  peiTonal  ftrength : 
And  paufe  us,  'till  thefe  rebels,  now  a-foot. 
Come  underneath  the  yoak  of  government. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  your  Majefty 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Henr'y,  Humphrey  my  fbn  of  Qlouce fiery 
Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother? 

Glou.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Wtndfor, 

K.  Henry,  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glou.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Henry,  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence y  with  him  ? 

Glou.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  > 

K.  Henry.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  thy  brother  i 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  negledt  him,  Thomas -y 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  afFe(5tion 
Than  all  thy  brothers :  cherifli  it,  my  boy. 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'ft  efFed: 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
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Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren. 

Therefore  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love. 

Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 

By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd : 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity : 

Yet  notwithftanding,  being  inccns'd,  he's  flint. 

As  humourous  as  winter,  and  as  ludden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  Ipring  of  day. 

His  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obferv'd : 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 

When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth : 

But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  (cope, 

'Till  that  his  paflions,  Hke  a  Whale  on  ground. 

Confound  themfelves  with  working.    Learn  this,  Thomas^ 

And  thou  {halt  prove  a  flielter  to  thy  friends 

A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in. 

That  the  united  veflel  of  their  blood, 

(Mingled  with  venom  of  j(uggefl:ion. 

As  force,  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in) 

Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  fl:rong 

As  Aconitum^  or  rafli  gun-powder. 

Cla,  I  fliall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  W'mdfor  with  him,  Thomas? 

Cla,  He  is  not  there  to-day ;  he  dines  in  London, 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied?  can'ft  thou  tell  that.* 

Cla.  With  Potns^  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Henry.  Moft  liibjed:  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds : 

And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 

Is  over-fpread  with  them ;  therefore  my  grief 

Stretches  it  felf  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 

The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fliape 
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In  forms  imaginary,  th'unguided  days  '^y-'-'' 

And  rotten  times  that  you  fhall  look  upon. 

When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 

For  when  his  head-ftrong  riot  hath  no  curb^ 

When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellorSj 

When  means  and  lavifli  manners  meet  together. 

Oh  with  what  wings  fhall  his  affedion  fly 

Tow'rds  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite : 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a  ftrange  tongue  j  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 
'Tis  needful  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd;  which  once  attain'd^ 
Your  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe. 
But  to  be  known  and  hated.    So,  like  grofs  terms^. 
The  Prince  will  in  the  perfednefs  of  time 
Caft  off  his  followers  ;  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live. 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others,- 
Turning  pad  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  feldom,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion.  Who's  here?  Wefimorland? 

S  C  E  N  E  IX. 

Enier  Wefimorland'. 

IVefl.  Health  to  my  foveraign,  and  new  happine/s 
Added  to  that,  which  I  am  to  deliver. 
Prince  John,  youi*  fon,  doth  kifs  your  grace's  hand : 
Mowbray,  the  Bifliop,  Scroop,  Hafi'mgs,  and  all. 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  ,• 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unftieath'd. 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  ev'ry  where. 

The 
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The  manner  how  this  aftion  hath  been  born. 
Here  at  more  leifure  may  your  Highnefs  read. 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  O  Weftmorlandy  thou  art  a  fummer  bird. 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
The  Hfting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 

Look,  here's  more  news. 

Har.  From  enemies  heav'n  keep  your  Majefty : 
And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of. 
The  Earl  Northumberland ^  and  the  lord  Bardolf^ 
With  a  great  pow'r  of  Englijh  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  Sh'riff  of  Torkjhire  overthrown : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  yoir,  contains  at  large.  [fick  ? 

K.  Henry,  And  wherefore  fliould  thefe  good  news  make  me 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  letters  I 
She  either  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food ; 
(Such  are  the  poor  in  health)  or  elfe  a  feaft. 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach  j  fuch  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  ihould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news, 
And  now  my  fight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy.. 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill ! 

GIou,  Comfort  your  Majeftyl 

Cla.  Oh,  my  royal  father! 

Wefi,  My  foveraign  lord,  chear  up  your  felf,  look  upj 
War.  Be  patient.  Princes ;  you  do  know  thefe  fits 

Are  with  his  highnels  very  ordinary. 

Stand  from  him,  give  him  air :  he'll  ftrait  be  well, 

Cla, 
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Cla.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thcfe  pangs ; 
Th'  inceffant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  f  mure  that  {hould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 

Glou,  The  people  fear  me  j  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfather'd  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  nature : 
The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  fbme  months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between  ,- 
And  the  old  folk  (time's  doting  chronicles) 
Say  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  Grandfire  Edward  fick'd  and  dy'd. 

War,  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

Glou,  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  mc  hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber :  foftly,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends, 
Unle/s  fbme  flow  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  muflck  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

War,  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War,  Left  noife,  lefs  noife. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  7 
Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 
P.  Henry,  How  now!  rain  within  doors,  and  none  abroad? 
How  doth  the  King  ? 
Glou.  Exceeding  ill. 

P,  Henry* 
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p.  Henry,  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glou.  He  altered  much  upon  the  hearing  it, 

P.  Henry,  If  he  be  fick  with  joy. 
He'll  recover  without  phyfick. 

fVar.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords  (weet  Prince,  fpcaklow; 
The  King,  your  father,  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Henry,  No  ^  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  by  the  King. 

[Exeunt  all  but  P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lye  there  upon  his  pillow. 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed-fellow  ? 
O  polifh'd  perturbation !  golden  care  f 
That  keep'ft  the  ports  of  (lumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night:  fleep  with  it  nowf 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fwcet, 
As  he  whofe  brow  with  homely  biggen  bound 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.   O  Majefty ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
Like  a  rich  armor  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  fcald'ft  with  fafety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lyes  a  downy  feather  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  lord!  my  father! 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed  j  this  is  a  fleep. 
That  from  this  golden  f  rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Engltfh  Kings.   Thy  due  from  me 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood, 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernels 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown;, 

Which, 

rigol,  cr  circle meaning  the  cvovin. 
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Which^  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood. 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.    Lo,  here  it  fits, 

Which  heav'n  (hall  guard:  and  put  the  world's  whole  ftrength 

Into  one  gyant  arm,  it  fliall  not  force 

This  lineal  honour  from  me.   This  from  thee 

Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  {Exit. 

s  C  E  N  E  XI. 

Ejnter  Warwick,  Gloucefter,  and  Clarence. 

K.  Henry.  Warwkk!  Gloucefier /  Clarence/ 
Cla.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

lVar»  What  would  your  Majefty?  how  fares  your  Grace? 

K.  Henry,  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  lords  i 

Cla.  We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here  my  Liege; 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

Yi.  Henry.  The  Prince  of  Wales!  where  is  he?  let  me  fee  him. 

War.  The  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 

Glou.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we  ftay'd. 

K.  Henry.  Where  is  the  Crown?  who  took  it  from  my  pillow? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Henry.  The  Prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence ;  go  feek  him  out. 
Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick^ 
And  chide  him  hither  ftrait ;  this  part  of  his 
Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  fons,  what  things  you  are !  how  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  gold  becomes  her  object? 
For  this,  the  foolifii  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  deeps  with  thought,  their  brains  with  care, 
Their  bones  with  induftry :  for  this  engroffed 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold  : 

For 
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For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inveft 

Their  Tons  with  arts  and  martial  exercifes : 

When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  ev'ry  Flow'r, 

Our  thighs  are  packt  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 

We  bring  it  to  the  hive,  and  like  the  Bees 

Are  murder'd  for  our  pains !  this  bitter  tafte 

Yield  his  engrofsments  to  the  ^  dying  father. 

Enter  Warwick. 

Now  where  is  he  ?  that  will  not  flay  fo  long, 
'Till  his  friend,  Sicknefs,  hath  determin'd  me. 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  room, 
Wafhing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  fbrrow. 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quafft  but  blood. 
Would  by  beholding  him  have  wafh'd  his  knife  . 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henry.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.   Come  hither  to  me,  Harry, 

Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.  \Ex, 

P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K.  Henry.  Thy  wifh  was  father,  Harry ^  to  that  thought : 
I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dofl  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  my  honours. 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth ! 
Thou  feek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little  ^  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop my  day  is  dim. 

Vol.  ni.  A  a  a  Thou 

*  ending. 
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Thou  haft  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 

Were  thine  without  offence    and  at  my  death 

Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  expedation : 

Thy  hfe  did  manifeft  thou  lov'dft  me  not, 

And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  affur'd  of  it. 

Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts. 

Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 

To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 

Whatf  can'ft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour^ 

Then  get  thee  gone  and  dig  my  grave  thy  felf. 

And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thy  ear 

That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 

Let  all  the  tears  that  fliould  bedew  my  herfe 

Be  drops  of  balm  to  fan<Stifie  thy  head  ; 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft, 

Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  dea-ees : 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form. 

Hem-'y  the  Fifth  is  crown'd :  up  vanity, 

Down  royal  ftate.  All  you  fage  counfellors  hence. 

And  to  the  Engltjh  court  affemble  now 

From  ev'ry  region,  apes  of  idlenefs  : 

Now  neighbour-confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum  f 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwear?  drink?  dance? 

Revel  the  night  ?  rob  ?  murder  ?  and  commie 

The  oldeft  fms  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more : 

England        give  him  office,  honour,  might: 

For  the  Fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

The  n-  izzle  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flcfh  his  tooth  on  every  innocent. 

O  my  poor  kingdom!  fick  with  civil  blows: 

When  tliaf  my  care  could  not  with-hold  thy  riots 
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What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 
O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefs  again, 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Henvy.  O  pardon  me,  my  Liege !  but  for  my  tears,  \Kneelmg, 
(The  ^  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech,) 
I  had  fore-flall'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.  There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  immortally 
Long  guard  it  yours ;  if  I  affect  it  more. 
Than  as  your  honour  and  as  your  renown. 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife. 
Which  my  mod  true  and  inward-duteous  fpirit 
Teacheth  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending. 
Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart !  if  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefs  die. 

And  never  live  to  fhew  th'  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 
(And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 

1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfe. 

And  thus  upbraided  it.   The  care  on  thee  depending 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father. 

Therefore  thou  beft  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold; 

Other,  lefs  fine  in  carrat,  is  more  precious, 

Preferving  life  in  med'cine  potable : 

But  thou,  moft  fine,  moft  honour'd,  moft  renown'd, 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.  Thus,  Royal  Li.  ge, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head, 

To  ti7  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father) 

A  a  a  2  The 
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The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infed  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pride. 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  lead  affection  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it  j 

Let  heav'n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head. 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vaffal  is, 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it. 

K.  Henry.  O  my  fon! 
Heav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'ft  ^  win  the  more  thy  father's  love. 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed, 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel 
That  ever  I  ihall  breathe.   Heav'n  knows,  my  Ibn, 
By  what  by-paths  and  indirect  crook'd  ways 
I  met  this  Crown  ^  and  I  my  felf  know  well 
How  troublefome  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee  it  fhall  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  : 
For  all  the  foil  of  the  atchievement  goes 
With  me  into  the  earth.    It  feem'd  in  me 
But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boift'rous  hand, 
And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  afliftances, 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood-flied^ 
Wounding  fiippofcd  peace.   All  thefe  bold  fears 
Thou  feed  with  peril  I  have  anfwered. 
For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  fcene 
A6ling  that  argument:  And  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mode    for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd. 
Falls  upon  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort. 

*  join. 
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So  thou  the  garland  wear'ft  fuccelTivcIy : 

Yet  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  Hire  than  I  could  do^ 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs"  are  green ; 

And  all  thy 'friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends^ 

Have  but  their  ftings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 

By  whole  fell  working  I  was  firft  advanc'd, 

And  by  whofe  pow'r  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd :  which  to  avoid 

I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  land  ; 

Left  reft  and  lying  ftill  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  into  my  ftate.   Therefore,  my  Harry y 

Be  it  thy  comTe  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  ^wars,-  that  a6tion,  hence  born  out. 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  Jfa 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  God  forgive f 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me  ; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  poffeflion  be,- 
Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain 
'Gainft  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter  and  Warwick. 

K.  Henry.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafteh\ 

Lan.  Health,  peace  and  happincfs  to  my  royal  father! 

K.  Henry.  ^Thou  bring'ft  me  happinels  and  peace,  (on  john 

But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 

From  this  bare,  wither'd  trunk.    Upon  thy  fight 

My  worldly  bufineis  makes  a  period. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  7 

P.  Henry, 

^  quarrels.  S  T'hu  hring^Jl  me  happinefs^  Son  Jclin. 
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p.  Henr<j,  My  lord  of  Warwkk, 

K.  Henr^.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon> 

IVar.  'Tis  call'd  Jerufalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Laud  be  to  God!  ev'n  there  my  life  muft  end. 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  flioulJ  not  die  but  m  Jerufalem: 
WL'cb  \ainly  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy  land. 
But  bear  me  to  that  chamber,  there  Til  lye : 
In  that  Jerufalem  fhall  Harry  die.  \ExeHnt. 


ACT  V.   SCENE  1. 

GLO  ST£  R SHIRR 

■Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  Page,  and  Davy. 

Shallow, 

Y  cock  and  pye  Sir,  you  fhall  not  away  to-^night. 
What,  Davy,  I  fay. 

Fal,  You  muft  excufe  me,  mafter  Robert  Shallow, 
Shah  I  will  not  excufe  you :  you  fliall  not  be 
excufed.  Excufes  fhall  not  be  admitted:  there  is 
no  excufe  fhall  ferve:  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 

Why  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  Sir. 

Shah  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  fee,  Davy,  let  me  fee; 

William  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither.  Sir  John^  you  fhall 

not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Marry,  Sir,  thus :  thofc  precepts  cannot  be  ferv'd 
and  again.  Sir,  fhall  we  fow  the  head-land  with  wheat  r 

Shah 
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Shal.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  Wtllmm  Cook;  are 
there  no  young  Pidgeons  ? 

Davy,  Yea,  Sir.  Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note  for  fhooing, 

and  plow-irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft  and  paid  Sir  jGhn^  you  fliall  not  be 

excus'd. 

Davy.  Sir,  a  new  Hnk  to  the  bucket  muft  needs  be  had.  And 
Sir,  do  you  mean  to  ftop  any  of  Willtam\  wages,  about  the  fack 
he  loft  the  other  day  at  Hinckley  fair? 

Shal.  He  fhall  anfwer  it.  Some  Pidgeons,  Davy^  a  couple  af 
ihort-legg'd  Hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tiny 
kickfhaws :  tell  William  Cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  ftay  all  night.  Sir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.^   I  will  ufe  him  v/ell.    A  friend  i'th' court, 
is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.  Ufe  his  men  well,  Davy^  for- 
they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will  back-bite. 

Davy,  No  worfe  than  they  are  bitten,  Sir-  for  they  have  mar-* 
vellous  foul  linnen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.   About  thy  bufinefs,  Davy. 

Davy.  I  bcleech  you.  Sir,  to  countenance  William  Vlfor  oF^ 
Woncoty  againft  Clement  Perke^  of  the  hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  againft  that/^//^r|  . 
that  Ft/or  is  an  arrant  knave  on  my  knowledge, 

Davy.  I  grant  your  worfhip  that  he  is  a  knave.  Sir  ,•  but  yet 
God  forbid.  Sir,  but  a  knave  (hould  have  fome  countenance  at 
his  friend's  requeft.  An  honeft  man,  Sir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  . 
himfelf,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I  have  ferv'd  your  worfhip  truly. 
Sir,  thefe  eight  years  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quar- 
ter bear  out  a  knave  againft  an  honeft  man,  I  have  but  very 
httle  credit  with  your  worfhip.  The  knave  is  mine  honeft 
friend.  Sir,  therefore  I  befeech  your  worfliip  let  him  be  coun- 
tenanc'd. 

ShaL  Go  to,  I  fay  he  fliall  have  no  wrong  :  look  about, 

Davy. 
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Daz^.  Where  are  you,  Sir  John7  come,  off  with  your  boots. 
Give  me  your  hand,  maftcr  Bardvlph, 
Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhip. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  mafter  Bardolph  ^ 
and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow  :  [To  the  Pa^e.]  Come,  Sir  Jdbn. 

Fal.  ril  follow  you,  good  mafter  Robert  Shallozv.    Bardolph , 
lookto  our  horfes. — If  I  were  faw'd  into  quantities,  Ifhouldmake 
four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded-hermites-ftaves  as  mafter  Shallow.  It 
is  a  wonderful  thing  to  fee  the  femblable  coherence  of  his  mens 
fpirits  and  his :  they  by  obferving  of  him  do  bear  themfelves 
like  foolifti  juftices ;  he  by  converfing  with  them  is  turn'd  into 
a  juftice-like  fervingman.   Their  fpirits  are  fo  married  in  con- 
junction, with  the  participation  of  fociety,  that  they  flock  toge- 
ther in  confent  hke  fo  many  wild  Geefe.   If  I  had  a  fuit  to  ma- 
fter Shallow^  I  would  humour  his  men  with  the  imputation  of 
being  near  their  mafter:  If  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with  ma- 
iler Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his  fervants. 
It  is  certain  that  either  wife  bearing  or  ignorant  carriage  is 
caught,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of  another:  therefore  let  men 
take  heed  of  their  company.    I  will  devife  matter  enough  out 
of  this  Shallow  to  keep  Prince  Henry  in  continual  laughter  the 
wearing  out  of  fix  faftiions,  which  is  four  terms  or  two  adions, 
and  he  ftiall  laugh  ^  without  Imervallums.   O,  it  is  much,  that  a 
lie  with  a  flight  oath,  and  a  jeft  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do  with  a 
fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  fhoulders.    O  you  fliall  fee 
him  laugh,  'till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up. 
Shal.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I  come,  mafter  Shallow I  come,  mafter  Shallow. 

[Exeunt. 

*  with. 
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S  C  E  N  E  11. 

LONDON. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Lord  Chief  Jujlke, 

fVar.Y  Tow  now,  my  lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither  away? 
JLjL     Ch,  Juft.  How  doth  the  King  ? 

War.  Exceeding  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.  Jufi,  I  hope  not  dead.  / 

fVar.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature. 
And  to  our  purpofes  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Jufl.  I  would  his  Majefty  had  calPd  me  with  him. 
The  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his  life 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  my  felf 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time. 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  on  me, 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Gloucefter  and  Clarence. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  iflue  of  dead  H^sfr/')/ ; 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen : 
How  many  Nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places. 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Alas,  I  fear  all  will  be  overturn'd. 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Warwick. 

Glou.  Clar.  Good  morrow,  coufin. 

Lan.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember,-  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Vol.  hi.  Bbb  Lan, 
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Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heav] 

Ch,  Juji.  Peace  he  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier. 

Glou.  O,  good  my  lord,  you've  loft  a  friend  indeed. 
And  I  dare  fwear  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fiire  your  own. 

Lan,  Tho'  no  man  be  afliir*d  what  grace  to  find. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expe<5tation. 
I  am  the  forrier :  would  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  Falfiaff  fair. 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  quality, 

Ch.  Jufi.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 
Led  by  th''' impartial  condud  of  my  foul; 
And  never  fhall  you  fee  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  remiffion. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
ril  to  the  King  my  matter  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him, 

JVar,  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

SCENE  III. 

EMter  Prince  Henry. 

Ch.  Jufl,  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty. 

P.  Henry.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majefty, 
Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefi  with  fbme  fear : 
This  is  the  Englijlj,  not  the  Tnrk'tjh  court, 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds, 
But  Harry ^  Harry.    Yet  be  fad,  good  brothers. 
For  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears. 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  faftiion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.   Why  then  be  fad. 
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But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  aflur'd 
rll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  111  bear  your  cares : 
Yet  weep  that  Harry^s  dead,  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives  that  (hall  convert  thofe  tears 
By  number  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

Lan,  &c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefty. 

P.  Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me ;  and  you  mod. 
You  are,  I  think,  affur'd  I  love  you  not.  \To  the  Ch.  Juft, 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  am  affur'd,  if  I  be  meafiir'd  rightly. 
Your  Majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

P.  Henry.  No !  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What!  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prilbn 
Th' immediate  heir  of  England/  was  this  eafie? 
May  this  be  wafti'd  in  Lethe ^  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  fathef ; 
The  image  of  his  pow'r  lay  then  in  me : 
And  in  th*  adminiftration  of  his  law. 
While  I  was  bufie  for  the  common-wealth. 
Your  highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place. 
The  majefty  and  pow'r  of  law  and  juftice. 
The  image  of  the  King  whom  I  prefented  ; 
And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgment : 
Whereon  as  an  offender  to  your  father 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority. 
And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  ill. 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 
To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  pluck  down  juftice  from  your  awful  bench  ? 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 

B  b  b  2  That 
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That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  perfbn  ? 
Nay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moft  royal  image. 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  body  ? 
Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours ; 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon  ,• 
Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophan'd 
See  your  moft  dreadful  laws  fo  loofely  flighted  ; 
Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain'd : 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And  in  your  pow'r  foft  (ilencing  your  (on. 
.After  this  cold  confid'rance,  fentence  me  ; 
And  as  you  are  a  King,  (peak  in  your  ftate,« 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place. 
My  perfon,  or  my  Liege's  foveraignty  I 

P.  Henry.  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  weigh  this  well ; 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance  and  the  fword : 
And  I  do  wifli  your  honours  may  increale, 
'Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  ion  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did : 
So  fliall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  words. 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  fb  bold 
That  dares  do  juftice  on  my  proper  fon  y 
And  no  lefs  happy  having  fuch  a  (on. 
That  would  deliver  up  his  greatnefs  fb 
Into  the  hand  of  juftice..  You  committed  me ; 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 
Th'  unftained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear. 
With  this  remembrance  that  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  the  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit 
As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.   There  is  my  hand. 
You  fliall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth : 
My  voice  fhall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear^ 
And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To 
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To  your  well-pra6tis'd  wife  di regions. 
And  Princes  all,  believe  me  I  befeech  you  j 
My  father  is  gone  ^  waiPd  into  his  grave, 
(For  in  his  tomb  lye  my  afFedions) 
And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive. 
To  mock  the  expectations  of  the  world. 
To  fruftrate  prophecies,  and  to  rafe  out 
Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  doXi^n 
After  my  feeming.    Tho'  my  tide  of  blood 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity  'till  now 
Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea. 
Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  floods. 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majefty. 
Now  call  wc  our  high  court  of  Parliament, 
And  let  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel. 
That  the  great  body  of  our  ftate  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  govern'd  nation  j 
That  war  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us. 
In  which  you,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand. 

[To  Lord  Chief  Juflke^ 

Our  coronation  done,  we  wilt  accite 

(As  I  before  remember'dj  all  our  ftate. 

And  (Heav'n  configning  to  my  good  intent^) 

No  Prince  nor  Peer  ftiall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 

Heav'n  fhorten  i^^strr^s  happy  life  one  day.  [Exeunf, 
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SCENE  IV. 

Glocefierjh'ire, 

Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page ,  and  D^i-^^, 

Xf'^/.TVT  A  Y,  you  fliaH  fee  mine  orchard,  where  in  an  arbour 
X  ^  we  will  est  a  laft  year's  pippin  of  my  own  graffing, 
with  a  difli  of  carraways,  and  fo  forth  :  come  coufin  Sdence ; 
and  then  to  bed. 

Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren :  beggars  all,  beggars  all,  Sir 
John:  marry,  good  air.  Spread  Davyy  fpread  Davy,  well.faid 
Davy, 

Fal.  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes  j  he  is  your  ferving- 
man  and  your  husbandman. 

Shal,  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet.  Sir 
Jphn.  By  th'  Mafs  I  have  drank  too  much  Sack  at  fupper.  A 
good  varlet.   Now  fit  down,  now  fit  down :  come,  coufin. 

Sil.  Ah,  firrah,  quoth-a. 
We  fhall  do  nothing  hut  eat y  and  make  good  chear,  [Singing, 
/Ind  pra'ife  heav'n  for  the  merry  year 
When  flejh  h  cheap'  and  females  dear,. 
And  Itifty  lads  roam  here  and  there.-^ 
So  merrily,  and  ever  among,  fo  merrily,  &;c. 

Val.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  m after  Silence.  Til  give 
you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  ''Give  Mr.  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  Sir  fitj  I'll  be  with  you  anon  ^  moft  fweet  Sir 
fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit :  go6d  mafter  Page  fit :  proface.  What 
you  want  in  meat  we'll  have  in  drink ;  but  you  muft  bear  j  the 
heart's  alL 

Shal. 

^  Good  Mr.  Bardolph,  fome  wine  Davy. 
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ShaL  Be  merry,  mafter  Bardolph^  and  my  little  foldier  there 
be  merry. 

Sil.  [Singing.]  Be  merry^  be  merryy  my  wife  has  all, 
For  women  are  Jht^ws^  both  Jhort  and  tall-, 
^Tts  merry  m  hally  when  beards  wag  ally 
And  welcome  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

FaL  I  did  not  think  mafter  Silence  had  been  d  man  of  this 
mettle, 

Sd'  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere  now. 
Dav,  There  is  a  difh  of  leather-coats  for  you, 
ShaL  Davy. 

Dav.  Your  worftiip  I'll  be  with  you  ftreight.  A  cup  of 

wine,  Sir? 

StL  [Singing.]  A  cup  of  wtne^ 
Thafs  brisk  and  fine, 
And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine ; 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a, 

FaL  Well  faid,  mafter  Silence. 

SiL  If  we  fhall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet  of  the  night. 

FaL  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mafter  Silence. 

Sd.  Fill  the  cup  and  let  it  come,  I'll  pledge  you,  were't  a 
mile  to  the  bottom. 

ShaL  Honeft  Bardolph,  welcome  j  if  thou  want'ft  any  thing 
and  wilt  not  call,  beftirew  thy  heart.  Welcome  my  little  tirty  thief 
and  welcome  indeed  too :  I'll  drink  to  mafter  Bardolph,  and  to 
all  the  cavileroes  about  London. 

Dav.  I  hope  to  fee  London^  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy. 

ShaL  You'll  crack  a  quart  together  ?  ha,  will  you  not,  ma- 
fter Bardolph  7 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

ShaL  By  God's  Uggens  I  thank  thee    the  knave  will  ftick  by 

thee^ 
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elice,  I  can  affure  thee  that.  He  will  not  out,  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard,  And  Til  ftick  by  him.  Sir.        \One  knocks  at  the  door. 

Shah  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King ;  lack  nothing,  be  merry. 
Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho ;  who  knocks  ? 

FaL  Why  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

Stl,  [Singing.]  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Kntghty  Samingo. 
Is't  not  fo  ? 

Fal  'Tisfo. 

S'd.  Is't  fb  ?  why  then  fay  an  old  man  can  do  fbmewhat. 
Dav,  If  it  pleafe  your  worfhip  there's  one  Pifiol  come  from 
the  court  with  news. 

FaL  From  the  court  ?  let  him  come  in. 

SCENE  V. 

^Ejiter  PiftoL 

tHow  now,  Ptflol7 

P'tfi,  Sir  John,  fave  you.  Sir. 

FaL  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Ptfiol? 

Pift.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  good,  fweet 
Knight :  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  the  realm. 

Sd.  Indeed  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of  Barfon, 

Ptfi,  Puff? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward  bafe? 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  P  'lfiol  and  thy  friend  ,• 
And  heltcr  skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee^ 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

FaL  I  pr'ythee  now  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this  world, 

P'tfi.  A  footra  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bafc, 
I  (peak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

FaL  O  bafe  Jffytan  Knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
Let  King  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

StL 
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S'tl,  And  Roh'tn-hood,  Scarlet,  and  John. 

Ptfl.  Shall  dunghil  curs  confront  the  Helicons  7 
And  fhall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then  Pijlol  lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

ShaL  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

P'tft.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir.  If  you  come  with  news  from 
the  court,  I  take  it  there  is  but  two  ways,  either  to  utter  them, 
or  to  conceal  them.  I  am.  Sir,  under  the  King,  in  fome  au- 
thority. 

P'tfi.  Under  which  King  ?  Bezoman,  fpeak  or  die. 

ShaL  Under  King  Harr^. 

P  'tfi.  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  ^ 

ShaL  Harry  the  Fourth. 

P  'tfi.  A  footra  for  thine  office. 
Sir  Johny  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King, 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.  I  fpeak  the  truths 
When  P  'tflol  lies,  do  this,  and  fig  me  like 
The  bragging  Spamard. 

FaL  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 

P'tfi,  As  nail  in  door :  the  things  I  fpeak  are  jufl:. 

FaL  Away  Bardolph,  faddle  my  horfe.  Mafter  Robert  Shallow, 
chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine.  P'tftol,  I  will 
double  charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day!  I  would  not  take  a  knighthood  for  mj 
fortune. 

Pift.  What  ?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

FaL  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed :  mafter  Shallow,  my  lord 
Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's  fteward.  Get  on  thy 
boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh,  fweet  P'lflol!  away  Bardolph : 
come,  P'tflol,  utter  more  to  me  and  withal  devife  fomething 
to  do  thy  felf  good.  Boot,  boot,  mafter  Shallow.  I  know  the 
young  King  is  fick  for  me.  Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes :  the 

Vol.  hi.  C  c  c  laws 
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laws  of  England  are  at  my  commandment.  Happy  are  they  which 
have  been  my  friends  ^  and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 

P  'tfi,  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo : 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they  ? 
Why  here  it  is,  welcome  this  pleafant  day.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  VL 
LONDON. 

Enter  Hoftefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-fheet,  and  Beadles, 

H<?/.TVT O,  thou  arrant  knave,  I  would  I  might  die,  that  I 
X  might  have  thee  hang'd  ^  thou  haft  drawn  my  flioul- 
der  out  of  joint. 

Bead.  The  conftables  have  deliver'd  her  over  to  me and  ihe 
(hall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant  her.  There  hath 
been  a  man  or  two  kill'd  about  her. 

DoL  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie :  come  on.  Til  tell  thee 
what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifag'd  rafcal,  if  the  child  I  go  with 
do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou  hadft  ftruck  thy  mother, 
thou  paper-fac'd  villain. 

Hofl.  O  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he  would  make  this  a  bloody 
day  to  fome  body.  But  I  pray  God  the  fruit  of  her  womb  miA 
carry. 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  cufhions  again,  yoii 
have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you  both  go  with  me, 
for  the  man  is  dead  that  you  and  Ptfiol  beat  among  you. 

Dol.  rll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  cenfor,-  I  will 
have  you  as  (bundly  fwindg'd  for  this,  you  blue-bottle  rogue;! 
you  filthy  famifh'd  corredioner,  if  you  be  not  fwindg'd  I'll  for- 
fwear  half  kirtles. 

Bead,  Come,  come,  you  fhe-Knight-arrant,  come. 

Hofi. 
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Hofi,  Oy  that  right  Ihould  thus  overcome  might  f  Well,  of 
fufFerance  comes  eafe, 

Dol.  Come,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a  juftice. 

Hofl,  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv'd  blood-hound. 

DoL  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones. 

Hoft,  Thou  ^  Atomy,  thou. 

Dol.  Come,  you  thin  thing :  come,  you  rafcal. 

Bead,  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VII. 

Enter  two  Grooms^  ftrew'mg  rufhes^ 

I  Groom r\  ^ OK.^  rufties,  more  rulhes. 

-LVX      2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 
I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  come  from  the 
coronation  :  difpatch,  difpatch..  [Exeunt  Grooms, 

Enter  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy, 

FaL  Stand  here  by  me,  mafter  Robert  Shallow ,  I  will  make- 
the  King  do  you  grace :  I  will  Icar  upon  him  as  he  comes  by,  andj 
do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  he  will  give  me. 

Pifi.  Blels  thy  Imigs,  good  Knight. 

FaL  Come  here,  Pifioly  ftand  behind  me.  O,  if  I  had  had: 
time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have  beftow'd  the  thou- 
fand  pound  I  borrow'd  of  you.  But  it  is  no  matter,  this  poon 
Ihew  doth  better  ^  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had.  to  fee  him, 

Shal.  It  doth  ib. 

Fal.  It  fhews  my  earneftnefs  of  afFetStioCa 

Pifi.  It  doth  fo. 

FaL  My  devotion. 

Piji.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

C  c  c  Fall. 

*  Anatomy. 
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Fal,  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  to  deliberate, 
not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to  fliift  me. 
Shal.  It  is  moft  certain. 

FaL  But  to  ftand  ftained  with  travel,  and  fweating  with  de- 
fire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting  all  affairs  in 
oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  clfe  to  be  done  but  to  fee  him. 

Pifi.  'Tis  femper  idem  j  for  ahfque  hoc  nihil  eft,  'Tis  all  in 
every  part.  ' 

Shal.  'Tis  fb  indeed. 

P'lft,  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver,  and  make 
thee  rage. 

Thy  Dol  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts 
Is  in  bafe  durance  and  contagious  prifon ; 
Hauld  thither  by  mechanick  dirty  hands. 
Rowze  up  revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  AleBo's  fnake. 
For  Dol  is  in.    Piftol  fycoks  nought  but  truth. 
Pal.  I  will  deliver  her. 

Pift,  There  roar'd  the  fea,--  and  trumpet  clangour  founds. 

SCENE  VIII. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Enter  the  King  and  h  'ts  tram. 

Fal.  God  fave  thy  grace.  King  Hal^  my  royal  Hal. 
P'lft.  The  heav'ns  thee  guard  and  keep,  moil  royal  imp  of 
fame. 

Fal.  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy. 

Kmg.  My  Lord  Chief  Juflice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 

Ch.  Juft.  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you  what  'tis  you  fpeak  ? 

Fal.  My  King,  my  Jove,  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart. 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers ; 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefler! 
I  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man. 
So  furfeit-fwell'd,  fo  old,  and  fo-  profane  j  ' 
But  being  awake,  I  do  defpifc  my  dream.  Make 
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Make  lefs  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  grace. 

Leave  gormandizing.    Know,  the  grave  doth  gape 

For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jeft ; 

Prefume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was : 

For  heav'n  doth  know,  fo  {hall  the  world  perceive, 

That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  felf, 

So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 

When  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 

Approach  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  waft. 

The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  j 

'Till  then  I  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  death, 

As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mif-leaders. 

Not  to  come  near  our  perlbn  by  ten  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you. 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 

And  as  we  hear  you  do  ^  reform  your  felves. 

We  will  according  to  your  ftrength  and  qualities 

Give  you  advancement.    Be't  your  charge,  my  lord. 

To  fee  perform'd  the  tenour  of  our  word. 

Set  on.  [Ex.  Kmg^  &c, 

SCENE  IX. 

Fah  Mafter  Shallow ^  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

Shah  Ay  marry.  Sir  John^  which  I  befeech  you  to  let  me 
have  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shallow.  Do  not  you  grieve 
at  this  J  I  ftiall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him :  look  you,  he  muft 
feem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not  your  advancement,  I  will  be 
the  man  yet  that  ftiall  make  you  great. 

Shal.  I  cannot  perceive  how,  unlefsyou  give  me  your  doublet' 
and  ftufF  me  out  with  ftraw.  ~  I  befeech  you,  good  Sir  John^  let 
me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thoufand. 

Fal. 

*  redeem. 
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Fal,  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word.  This  that  you  heard 

was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour  I  fear  that  you  will  die  in,  Sir  John, 

Fal.  Fear  no  colours :  go  with  me  to  dinner :  come  licute* 

nant  Ptflol^  come  Bardolph.  I  (hall  be  fent  for  foon  at  night. 

Enter  Chief  Jufike  and  Pr'mce  John. 

Ch,  Jufi,  Go  carry  Sir  John  Falflaff  to  the  Fleets 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 
Fal,  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  cannot  now  {peak,  I  will  hear  you  fbon.  Take 
them  away. 

P  'tfi,  Si  fortuna  me  tormentOy  Jpera  me  centento.  \ExeufU. 
Manent  Lancafter  and  Chief  Jufike, 

Lam.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's. 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for; 
But  they  are  banifh'd,  'till  their  converfations 
Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 

Ch.  Jufi.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  The  King  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord, 
Ch.  Jufi.  He  hath. 

Lan.  I  will  lay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire. 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France.  I  heard  a  bird  fb  fing, 
Whofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence  i  \Exetmt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 

FIRSTy  my  fear;  theny  my  courffte  lafly  my  fpeech.  My  fear 
is  your  d'tfpleafure ;  my  courfftey  my  duty ;  and  my  fpeech y  to 
beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good  fpeech  noWy  you  undo  me ; 
for  what  I  have  to  fay  Is  of  mine  own  makings  and  what  tndeed  I 
Jhould  fay  will  I  douht  prove  mine  own  marrmg.   But  to  the  pur^ 
pofCy  and  fo  to  the  venture.  Be  it  known  to  you,  (as  tt  is  very  well) 
I  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  difpleajlng  Play^  to  pray  your  pa- 
tience for  ity  and  to  promife  you  a  better.  I  did  mean  indeed  to  pay 
you  with  this ;  which  if  like  an  ill  venture y  it  come  unluckily  h:mey 
I  break  ;  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  lofe.  Here  I  promifed  you 
I  would  bey  and  here  I  commit  m^y  body  to  your  mercies :  bate  me 
fomey  and  I  will  pay  you  fomey  and  as  mofi  debtors  doy  promife 
you  mfinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you  command 
me  to  ufe  my  legs  7  and  yet  that  were  but  light  payment  to  dance 
out  of  your  debt :  but  a  good  confcience  will  make  any  pojfible  fatts^ 
faBiony  and  fo  will  I.  All  the  gentlewomen  here  have  ^forgiven  me ; 
if  the  gentlemen  will  noty  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the 
gentlewomen y  which  was  never  fe en  before  in  fuch  an  ajfembly. 

One  word  more  I  befeech  you ;  if  you  be  not  too  much  cloid  with 
fat  meaty  our  humble  author  will  continue  the  fiory  with  Sir  John 
in  ity  and  make  you  merry  with  fair  Katharine  of  France ;  where 
for  any  thing  I  know  Falftaff  fhall  die  of  a  fweaty  unlefs  already 
he  be  kiWd  with  your  hard  opinions :  for  f  Oldcaftle  died  a  martyr y 
and  this  is  not  the  man.  My  tongue  is  weary :  when  my  legs  are 
toOy  I  will  bid  y  ou  good  nighty  and  fo  kneel  down  before  you ;  but 
deed  to  pray  for  the  ^een. 

*  forgotten. 

t        alludes  to  a  play,  in  which  Sir  John  Oldcnftle  was  put  for  V  1  liT, 
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Charles,  King  of  France. 
The  Dauphin. 
^uke  of  Burgundy. 
Conftable,  1 
Orleans,  I 

Rambures,  ^  French  Z^r^x. 
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Lordsy  MeJfengerSy  French  and  Englifh  SoldierSy  with 
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The  Scene  at  the  helming  of  the  Play  lyes  in 
England)  but  aftervjards  wholly  in  France. 


D  d  d  2  PRO 


P    R    O    L    O    G  U 


E. 


OFor  a  Mufe  of  fire^  that  would  afield 
The  hr  'ightefl  heaven  of  'mventton^ 
A  Kingdom  for  a  J^age,  Primes  to  aB^ 
And  Monarchs  to  behold  the  fwell'mgfcene  / 
Then  Jhould  the  warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf^ 
AJfume  the  port  o/Mars,  and  at  his  heels 
Leajht  in  like  hounds,  Jhould  famine,  fword  and  fire 
Crouch  for  employments.    Pardon,  gentles  all. 
The  flat  unraifed  fpirit  that  hath  dafd 
On  this  unworthy  fcaffold  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  ohjeB,   Can  this  Cock-pit  hold 
The  vajly  field  of  Yxzxxao.'i  or  may  we  cram 
Within  this  wooden  0,  the  very  caskes 
That  did  affright  the  air,  at  Agincourt? 
0  pardon ;  fince  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attefl  in  little  place  a  million  5 
And  let  uSy  cyphers  to  this  great  accompt. 
On  your  imaginary  forces  work. 
Suppofe  within  the  girdle  of  thefe  walls 
Are  now  confined  two  mighty  monarchies ; 
Whofe  high  up-reared,  and  abutting  fronts 
The  perillous  narrow  ocean  parts  afunder. 
Piece  out  our  imperfeBions  with  your  thoughts : 
Into  a  thoufand  parts  divide  one  man, 
And  make  imaginary  puiffance : 
Think,  when  we  talk  of  horfes,  that  you  fee  them 
Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i'th"  receiving  earth. 
For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  muji  deck  our  Kings, 
Carry  them  here  and  there,  jumping  o'er  times. 
Turning  tt  accompUJhment  of  many  years 
Into  an  hour-glafs  for  the  which  fupply. 
Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  hijiory ; 
Who  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray, 
Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  Play,  The 
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ACT   I.    SCENE  1. 
LONDON, 

Enter  the  Arch-B'tjloop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bijhop  of  Ely. 
:|:  Arch-B'ijhop  0/  Canterbury. 

Y  lord,  I'll  tell  you,  that  felf  bill  is  urg' J, 
Which  in  th'  eleventh  year  o'th'  lafl:  King's 
reign 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  pafl, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  farther  queftion. 
£/)'.  But  how,  my  lord,  (hall  we  refill  it  now  ? 
Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on :  if  it  pals  againft  us. 
We  lofe  the  better  part  of  our  pofleflion  : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teftament  have  given  to  the  church, 

*  'This  Play  was  writ  (as  appears  from  a  pajjage  in  the  Chorus  to  the  fifth  Act)  at  the 
time  of  the  Earl  o/ElTex'j  commanding  the  forces  in  Ireland,  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth  ^ 
and  not  'till  after  Henry  the  Sixth  had  been  plafd  j  as  may  be  feen  by  the  conclufion  of  this  Play. 

\  This  firfi  Scene  was  added  Jince  the  edition  of  1608,  which  is  much  port  of  the  pre  fen  t 
editions^  wherein  the  fpeeches  are  generally  enlarg'd  and  raifed-:  fei^eral  whole  fcenes  bejides^ 
and  all  the  Chorus's  alfo  were  Jince  added  by  Shakefpear. 

Would 
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Would  they  ftrip  from  us ;  being  valu'd  thus. 

As  much  as  would  maintain  to  the  King's  honour. 

Full  fifteen  Earls  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 

Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires  : 

And  to  relief  of  lazars  and  weak  age 

Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  paft  corporal  toil, 

A  hundred  alms-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd  ; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  King  befide 

A  thoufand  pounds  by  th'  year.  Thus  runs  the  bill, 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

CanL  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely,  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant,  The  King  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not  j 
The  breath  no  fboner  left  his  father's  body, 
But  that  his  wildnefs  mortify'd  in  him 
Seem'd  to  die  too    yea  at  that  very  moment 
Confideration,  like  an  angel,  came, 
And  whipt  th'  offending  y^dam  out  of  him. 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife 
T'  invelope  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 
Never  was  (uch  a  fudden  fcholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood 
With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcow'ring  faults : 
Nor  ever  Hydra-hcsLded  wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once. 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely.  We're  bleffed  in  the  change. 

,  Cant.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity. 
Mid  all-admiring  with  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defire  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate. 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
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You*d  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  Audy, 

Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  fhall  hear 

A  fearful  battel  render'd  you  in  mufick. 

Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy, 

The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe 

Familiar  as  his  garter.  When  he  fpeaks, 

The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  ftill. 

And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 

To  fteal  his  Iweet  and  honied  (entences : 

So  that  the  art  and  pradic  part  of  life 

Muft  be  the  miftrefs  to  his  theorique. 

Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  grace  (hould  glean  it. 

Since  his  addidion  was  to  courfes  vain. 

His  companies  unletter'd,  rude  and  fhallow. 

His  hours  filPd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  (ports ; 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy. 

Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle, 
And  wholfom  berries  thrive  and  ripen  beft 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs,,  which  no  doubt 
Grew  like  the  (ummer  grafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  muft  be  fo  j  for  miracles  are  ceas'd : 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But  my  good  lord. 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons  ?  doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it  or  no? 

Cant.  He  feems  indifferent : 
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Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cherifliing  th' exhibiters  againft  us. 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation. 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  greater  (um 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predeceffors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  offer  leem  receiv'd^  my  lord.^ 

Cant,  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majelly: 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear, 
CAs  I  perceiv'd  his  grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  feveral  and  unhidden  paffages 
Of  his  true  titles. to  fome  certain  Dukedoms, 
And  generally  to  the  crown      France , 
Derived  from  Edward  his  great  grandfather. 

Ely.  What  was  th' impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant,  The  French  ambaffador  upon  that  inftant 
Crav'd  audience    and  the  hour  I  thiak  is  come 
To  give  him  hearing.  Is  it  four  a-clock  ? 

Ely,  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  embailie : 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  Ipeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely,  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  K'mg  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Clarence,  Warwick, 

Weftmorland,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry,  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury^ 
Exe,  Not  here  in  prefence, 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

t  fVefi.  Shall  we  call  in  th'  ambaffador,  my  Liege  ? 

K.  Henry,  Not  yet,  my  coufin  j  we  would  be  refolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight. 
That  task  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France, 

Enter  the  Arch-B'tjhop  of  Canterbury,  and  B'tjhop  of  Ely. 

Cant,  God  and  his  angels  guard  your  facred  throne. 
And  make  you  long  become  it. 

K.  Henry,  Sure  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed. 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Saltke^  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  fhould,  or  fhould  not  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  fhould  fafhion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading. 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  foul 
TOth  opening  titles  mifcreate,  whofc  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth. 
For  God  doth  know  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  ihall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  perfon, 
How  you  awake  our  fleeping  fword  of  war : 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God  take  heed. 
For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend  ^ 
Without  much  fall  of  blood,  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint 
'Gainft  him,  whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fwords 
That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak  my  lord ; 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart. 
That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  waflit, 
As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm. 

Vol.  III.  E  e  c  Cant^ 

i"  Hen  began  the  old  Play. 
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Cant,  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Soveraign,  and  you  Peers, 
That  owe  ^  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices. 
To  this  imperial  throne,  f  There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  highnefs'  claim  to  France^ 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamondy 
No  woman  fhall  fucceed  tn  SaUke  land: 
Which  SaUke  land  the  French  unjuftly  gloze 
To  be  the  realm  of  France^  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 
That  the  land  Salike  lies  in  Germany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elve : 
Where  Charles  the  great  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxom, 
There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  : 
Who  holding  in  difdain  the  German  women. 
For  fome  difhoneft  manners  of  their  life, 
Eftablifht  then  this  law  j  to  wit,  no  female 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Sahke  land  : 
Which  Sal'tke,  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Elve  and  Sala, 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Me'ifen. 
Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salike  law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France, 
Nor  did  the  French  pofTels  the  SaUke  land 
Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 
After  defund:ion  of  King  Pharamond, 
(Idly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law,) 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix  j  and  Charles  the  great 
Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 

*  your  [elves,  your  lives  and  fervices, 
T'his  -whole  fpeech  is  copied  (in  a  manner  verbatim)  from  HallV  Chronicle,  Henry  V. 
year  the  fecond,  fol.  4.  xx.  xxx.  xl.  ^c.  In  the  fir  ft  edition  it  is  very  imperfe6f,  and 
the  very  hiftory  and  names  of  the  Princes  are  confounded,  but  this  was  afterward  fet  right 
and  combed  from  his  original,  HallV  Chronicle. 
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Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

*Eight  hundred  five.    Befides,  their  writers  fay. 

King  Pep'trty  which  dcpofed  Childerkky 

Did  as  heir  general  (being  defcended 

Of  Blkh'dd,  which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothah) 

'  Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  Trance, 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lor  am  fble  heir-male 

Of  the  true  line  and  ftock  of  Charles  the  great 

To  fine  his  title  with  fome  fhews  of  truth, 

(Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught) 

Convey'd  himfelf  as  heir  to  th'  lady  JJingare^ 

Daughter  to  CharlematUj  who  was  the  fon 

To  Lewis  th'  Emperor,  which  was  the  fbn 

Of  Charles  the  great.   Alfb  King  Lewis  the  ''ninth, 

Who  was  fble  heir  to  the  ufiirper  Capety 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcience 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France ^  'till  fatisfy'd 

That  fair  Queen  Ifahel  his  grandmother 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengere, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain : 

By  the  which  match  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

So  that  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fiin, 

King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capefs  claim, 

King  Lewis  his  ^  poffeffion,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 

So  do  the  Kings  of  France  ^  until  this  day. 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salike  law. 

To  bar  your  highnefs  claiming  from  the  female  ^ 

And  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 

Than  ^  openly  imbrace  their  crooked  titles, 

Ulurpt  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

E  e  e  1  K.  Henry, 

^  tenth.  See  HxW,  kco  at,      ^  fatisfa^'m,         loco  at  =       ^  upm,      ^  amply  to. 
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K.  Hem^,  May  I  with  right  and  confcience  make  this  claim  ? 
Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  foveraign : 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ. 
When  the  *^fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  datighter.  Gracious  lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  flag, 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  anceftors  j 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandfire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim  ^  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit. 
And  your  great  uncle  Edward  the  black  Prince, 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  pow'r  of  France : 
While  his  moft  mighty  father  on  a  hill 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. 

O  noble  Engl'ijhy  that  could  entertain 

With  half  their  forces  the  full  pow'r  of  France^ 

And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by. 

All  out  of  work  and  cold  for  adtion  f 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 

And  with  your  puiflant  arm  renew  their  feats! 

You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne; 

The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them. 

Runs  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thrice-puiffant  Liege 

Is  in  the  very  May-mom  of  his  youth. 

Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprifes. 

Exe.  Your  brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  earth 

Do  all  expert  that  you  fhould  rouze  your  felf. 

As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  blood.  [might  ; 

Wefi.  They  know  your  grace  hath  caufe,  and  means  and 

So  hath  your  highnefs,  never  King  of  England 

Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  fiibjedts, 

Whofe  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 

And 

f  man.  See  Hall,  fol  f.  x. 
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And  lye  pavillionM  in  the  field  of  France, 

Cant.  O  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  Liege, 
With  blood  and  fword  and  fire  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof  we  of  the  fpirituality 
Will  raife  your  highnefs  fiich  a  mighty  ium. 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anceftors. 

K.  Henry,  We  muft  not  only  arm  t' invade  the  French ^ 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches 
Shall  be  a  wall  fufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Henry.  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchers  onl 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us : 
For  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfiirniftit  kingdom 
Came  pouring  like  a  tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  and  brim-fiilnels  of  his  force,- 
Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  aflays. 
Girding  with  grievous  fiege  caftles  and  towns  ; 
That  England  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  fliook  and  trembled  at  th^  ill  neighbourhood. 

Cant,  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd,  my  L 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  her  felf. 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France 
And  {he  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles,^ 
She  hath  her  felf  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  ft  ray 
The  King  oi Scots    whom  fhe  did  fend  to  France^ 
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To  fill  King  Edward's  fame  with  prifoner  Kings  ^ 
And  make  his  chronicle  as  rich  with  praife. 
As  is  the  ouzy  bottom  of  the  fea 
With  (unken  wrack  and  fum-lefs  treafiiries. 

Ely.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, 
f  If  that  you  will  France  wm,  then  with  Scotland  firfl  begin. 
For  once  the  Eagle  England  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  neft  the  Weazel,  Scot, 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs, 
Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  tear  and  havock  more  than  {he  can  eat. 

Exe.  It  follows  then  the  Cat  muft  flay  at  home. 
Yet  that  is  but  a  ^  curs'd  neceffity  j 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  neceffaries. 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'  advifed  head  defends  it  felf  at  home  : 
Tor  government,  though  high  and  low  and  lower. 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent, 
Congruing  in  a  full  and  natural  dole. 

Like  mufick. 

Cant.  Therefore  heaven  doth  divide 
The  ftate  of  man  in  divers  functions. 

Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  : 

To  which  is  fixed  as  an  aim  or  butt. 

Obedience ;  for  fo  work  the  honey  Bees ; 

Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  teach 

The  ^  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

They  have  a  King  and  officers  of  (brts. 

Where  fome  like  magiftrates  correct  at  home : 

Others  like  merchants  venture  trade  abroad : 

Others,  like  foldiers  armed  in  their  ftings. 

Make 

t  Hall'i  Chronicle,  Hen,  f .  year  z,  fol.  7.  ^age  z.  X. 
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Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet  buds : 

Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 

To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 

Who  bufied  in  his  majefty,  furveys 

The  finging  mafbn  building  roofs  of  gold. 

The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey, 

The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 

Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate : 

The  fad-ey'd  juftice  with  his  furly  hum. 

Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

The  lazy  yawning  drone.    I  this  infer, 

That  many  things  having  full  reference 

To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly  : 

As  many  arrows  loofed  feveral  ways 

Come  to  one  mark :  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town, 

As  many  frefli  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  fea ; 

As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  center ; 

So  may  a  thoufand  actions  once  a-foot 

'End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  born 

Without  defeat.    Therefore  to  France^  my  Liege. 

Divide  your  happy  England  into  four, 

Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France^ 

And  you  withal  {hall  make  all  Gallia  fhake : 

If  we  with  thrice  fuch  powers  left  at  home, 

Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog, 

Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K.  Henry.  Call  in  the  melTengers  lent  from  the  Dauplnn, 
Now  are  we  well  refolv'd,  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.    There  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  empery 
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O'er  France  and  all  her  almoft  kingly  Dukedoms ; 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them. 
Either  our  hiftory  fliall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  a<5bs^  or  elfe  our  grave. 
Like  Turkiflo  mute,  fhall  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth. 
Not  worfliipt  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Amhajfadors  of  France. 

ISTow  are  we  well  prepared  to  know  the  pleafiire 

Of  our  fair  coufin  Dauphm  j  for  we  hear 

Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amb,  May't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge : 
Or  {hall  we  fparingly  (hew  you  far  off 
The  Dauphhi's  meaning  and  our  embaflie. 

K.  Henry.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  chriftian  King, 
Unto  whofe  grace  our  paffion  is  as  fubjed:. 
As  are  our  wretches  fettered  in  our  prifons : 
Therefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs. 
Tell  us  the  Dauphm^ s  mind. 

Amb,  Thus  then  in  few. 
Your  highnefs  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecefTor,  Edward  the  third. 
In  an  Aver  of  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  mafter 
Says  that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth. 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd :  there's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  fends  you  (meeter  for  your  fpirit) 


King  H  E  N  R  Y  V.  409 

This  tun  of  treafore ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you  let  the  Dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Dauphm  fpc^ks, 

K.  Henr^,  What  trealure,  uncle  ? 

Exe,  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry.  We're  glad  the  Dauphin  is  fb  pleafant  with  us. 
His  prefent  and  your  pains  we  thank  you  for. 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  balls. 
We  will  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  fet 
Shall  ftrike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  h'ath  made  a  match  with  luch  a  wrangler. 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  chaces.  And  we  underftand  him  well, 
How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days, 
Not  mealuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 
We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  Englandy 
And  therefore  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 
To  barb'rous  licence;  as  'tis  ever  common, 
That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dauphin  I  will  keep  my  ftate. 
Be  like  a  King,  and  (hew  my  fail  of  greatnels. 
When  I  do  rowze  me  in  my  throne  of  France. 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majefty, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days ; 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fb  full  a  glory. 
That  I  will  dazle  all  the  eyes  of  France , 
Yea  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince  this  mock  of  his 
Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-ftones,  and  his  foul 
Shall  ftand  fore  charged  for  the  waftful  vengeance 
That  fliall  fly  with  them :  many  thoufand  widows 
Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands,- 
Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down : 
.    Vol.  III.  Fff  And 
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And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn. 

That  fhall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin* s  fcorn. 

But  this  Ues  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  name 

Tell  you  the  Dauph'trty  I  am  coming  on 

To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  weli-hallow'd  caufe. 

So  get  you  hence  in  peace,  and  tell  the  Dauphin 

His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  fhallow  wit. 

When  thoufands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  them  with  fafe  condud.   Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeunt  Amhajfadors, 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  meffage. 

K.  Henry,  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blufh  at  it : 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furth'rance  to  our  expedition  j 
For  we  have  now  no  thoughts  in  us  but  France, 
Save  thofe  to  God  that  run  before  our  bufinefs. 
Therefore  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 
Be  foon  colleded,  and  all  thought  upon 
That  may  with  reafonable  iwiftnefs  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings :  for  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought. 
That  this  faijr  adtion  may  on  foot  be  brought.  \Exeunt, 

t  s  c  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Corporal  Nim,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard,  X      7*  E  L  L  met,  Corporal  Nim. 

V  V      Ntm.  Good-morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

■f  Between  this  and  the  foregoing  Scene^  in  all  the  editions  hitherto  is  inferted  the  Chorus 
which  I  have  poftpon^d.  That  Chorus  manifefily  is  intended  to  advertife  the  Spe6lators  of 
the  Change  of  the  Scene  to  Southampton,  and  therefore  ought  to  be  plac''d  jufi  before  that 
Change^  and  not  here,  where  the  Scene  is  Jiill  continued  in  London. 

Bard, 
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\  Bar  J,  Whatj  are  ancient  P'tflol  and  you  friends  yet  ? 

N'm.  For  my  part  I  care  not :  I  fay  little ;  but  when  time 
(hall  ferve  there  (hall  be  fmiles,  but  that  fhall  be  as  it  may.  I 
dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink  and  hold  out  mine  iron it  is  a 
fimple  one,  but  what  though  ?  it  will  toaft  cheefe,  and  it  will 
endure  cold  as  another  man's  fword  will  ,•  and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  friends,  and  we'll 
be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France:  let  it  be  foj  good  cor- 
poral Nim. 

N'tm.  Faith  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  certain  of 
it  J  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do  as  I  may:  that 
is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Net  ^kkly^ 
and  certainly  (he  did  you  wrong,  for  you  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Ntm,  I  cannot  tell,  things  muft  be  as  they  may men  may 
fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them  at  that  time, 
and  fome  fay  knives  have  edges :  it  muft  be  as  it  may  though 
patience  be  a  tir'd  name,  yet  ftie  will  plod  j  there  muft  be  con- 
clufionsj  well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Piftol  and  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  P  'tflol  and  his  wife  ^  good  corporal, 
be  patient  here.    How  now,  mine  hoft  Pifiol? 

P'tfi.  Bafe  tyke,  call'ft  thou  me  hoft  ?  now  by  this  hand,  I 
fwear  I  fcorn  the  term,  nor  ftiall  my  Nel  keep  lodgers. 

No  by  my  troth  not  long:  for  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen  that  live  honeftly 
by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be  thought  we  keep  a 
bawdy-houfe  ftraight.  O  welliday  lady,  if  he  be  not  hewn  now, 
we  ftiall  fee  wilful  adultery  and  murther  committed. 

Bard,  Good  lieCitenant,  good  corporal,  offer  nothing  here^ 

N'tm.  Pifti. 

P  'tft.  Pifti  for  thee,  JJland  dog  thou  prick-ear'd  cur  of  I/Iand. 

F  f  f  z  ^I  'tcL 
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Good  corporal  N'm,  iliew  thy  valour  and  put  up  thy 

Iword. 

i  Nim,  Will  you  fhog  ofF?  I  would  have  you  filus, 

Ptft,  Solus,  egregious  dog!    O  viper  vile 5 
The  folus  in  thy  mod  marvellous  face, 
The  folm  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat, 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea  in  thy  maw  perdy,- 
And  which  is  worfe  within  thy  nafty  mouth. 
I  do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels  j 
For  I  can  take,  and  Pijloh  cock  is  up 
And  flafliing  fire  will  follow. 

Nim.  I  am  not  BarbafoHy  you  cannot  conjure  me :  I  have  an 
humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well  ^  if  you  grow  foul  with  ~ 
me,  Pifiol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my  rapier  as  I  may,  in  fair 
terms.    If  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little 
in  good  terms  as  I  may,  and  that's  the  humour  of  it.. 

P  'iji.  O  braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight. 
The  grave  doth  gape  and  ^groaning  death  is  near. 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay :  he  that  ftrikes  the  firft 
ftroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts  as  I  am  a  foldier. 

Ptfi.  An  Oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fury  fhall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give :  . 
Thy  fpirits  are  more  tall. 

Nim,  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair  terms^ 
that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pift.  Coupe  a  gorge,  that  is  the  word.    I  defie  thee  again. 

0  hound  of  Creef,  think'ft  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No  to  the  fpittle  go, 

And  from  the  powd'ring  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  Kite  of  CreJ/td's  kind,  ♦ 
Del  Tear-Jheet,  (he  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe. 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold  the  ^ondam  ^itckly 

For 

doati.jg. 
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For  th' only  fhe  j  zndipauca^  there's  enough,  goto. 

Enter  the  Boy, 

Boy,  Mine  hoft  Piflol,  you  muft  come  to  my  mafter,  and 
your  hoftefs:  he  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed.  Good  Bardolpb; 
put  thy  ^  nofe  between  his  {heets,  and  do  the  office  of  a  warming- 
pan  :  faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

^icL  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding  one  of 
thefe  days ;  the  King  has  kill'd  his  heart.  Good  husband  come 
home  prefently.  [Exit  ^kk. 

Bard.  Come,  flialL  I  make  you  two  friends?  we  muft  to  France 
together :  why  the  devil  (hould  we  keep  knives  to  cut  one  ano- 
ther's throats  ? 

P'ift.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on. 

Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  (hiUings  I  won  of  you  at  betting  ? 

P'tfi.  Bafe  is  the  Have  that  pays. 

Nim,  That  now  I  will  have ;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pifl.  As  manhood  {hall  compound,  pufti  home.  \Draw. 

Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firft  thruft,  I'll  kill 
him ;  by  this  fword  I  will. 

Pift.  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  muft  have  their  courfe. 

Bard.  Corporal  Ntm,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be  friends  ^  an 
thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me  too  5  pr'y  thee  put  up, 

Pifi,  A  noble  (halt  thou  have  and  prefent  pay, 
And  liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee, 
And  friendftiip  ftiall  combine  and  brotherhood, 
I'll  live  by  Nim,  and  Nim  ftiall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  juft  ?  for  I  fhall  Suttler  be  ^ 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  a^'^^"'^ 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nim.  I  ftiall  have  my  noble  ? 

Pifi,  In  cafli  moft  juftly  paid, 

Nim, 

^  face. 
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Nm.  Well  then,  tliat*s  the  humour  oft. 

Bjiter  Hoftefi. 

Hofl,  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly  to  Sir 
John :  ah  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  fhak'd  of  a  burning  quotidian  ter- 
tian, that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  behold.  Sweet  men,  come 
to  him. 

N'tm.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight,  that's 
the  even  of  it. 

Ptfi.  Ntm,  thou  haft  fpoke  the  right,  his  heart  is  fraded 
and  corroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it  may 
he  palTes  fbme  humours  and  carreers. 

P  'tjl,  Let  us  condole  the  Knight  ^  for^  lambkins !  we  will  live. 

[Exeunt, 


t  A  C  T  II.   SCENE  I. 

sour H-H AMPTO  N. 

Enter  Chorus. 

OW  all  the  youth  of  England  ztc  on  fire,    '  ' 
And  filken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies: 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  fbleiy  in  the  breaft  of  every  man. 
They  fell  the  pafture  now  to  buy  the  horfe. 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  chriftian  Kings, 

f  /  have  divided  the  AUs  of  this  Play  differently  from  all  the  editions^  hy  hegiMtiing 
I  here  the  fecondASl^  nvherehyeach  throughout  the  play  begins  with  a  Chorus^  regularly  y  where- 
as before^  this  Chorus  was  fiuck  into  a  place  where  it  interrupted  the  continuance  of  the 
Scene  y  and  for  want  of  this  divijion  they  were  forc'd  to  fplit  the  one  da^fs  battle     A  gin- 
court  into  t  wo  a^Sy  namely  the  third  and  fourth.  See  the  note  on  A£f  4,  Scene  1 3. 

With 


King  Henry  V. 

With  winged  heels,  as  EngUJh  Mercuries. 

For  now  fits  expeiStation  in  the  air, 

And  hides  a  fword  from  hilts  unto  the  point 

With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets. 

Promised  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The  French^  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 

Of  this  moft  dreadful  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  Engltjh  purpoics. 

O  England/  model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs. 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart,- 

What  might'ft  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  dp. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  fee  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out, 

A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treach'rous  crowns,  and  three  corrupted  men. 

One,  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge  j  and  the  fecond 

Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Mafham  j  and  the  third 

Sir  Thomas  Gray  Knight  of  Northumberland^ 

Have  for  the  gilt  of  France  {O  guilt  indeed !) 

Confirmed  confpiracy  with  fearful  France^ 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  die. 

If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes, 

E'er  he  take  fhip  for  France.  Then  in  Southampton 

Linger  your  patience  on,  and  ^well  digeft 

Th'  abufe  of  diftance,  while  we  force  a  play. 

The  film  is  paid,  the  traitors  are  agreed, 

The  King  is  fet  from  London,  and  the  fcene 

Is  now  tranfported,  gentles^  to  Southampton : 

There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  fit. 

And  thence  to  France  fhall  we  convey  you  fafe, 

And  bring  you  back :  charming  the  narrow  feas 

To  give  you  gentle  pa(s    for  if  we  may,; 


*  we'll  digefi  Th'  abufe  of  difiance :  force  a  play. 
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We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 

But  'till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  'till  then. 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  (hift  our  fcene.  \Exh. 

S  C  E  N  E  11. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmorland. 

Bed,  'Fore  God,  his  grace  is  bold  to  truft  thcfe  traitors. 

Exe,  They  (hall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Wefi.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves, 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bofbms  fate, 
Crowned  with  faith  and  conftant  loyalty. 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay  but  the  man  that  was  his  bed-fellow. 
Whom  he  hath  luU'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours! 
That  he  ifhould  for  a  foreign  purfe  fo  fell 

His  Soveraign's  life  to  death  and  treachery.       \Trumpets  found. 
Enter  the  K'mg^  Scroop,  Cambridge,  and  Grey. 

K.  Henry.  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Camhr  'tdge^  and  my  lord  of  Mafham^ 
And  you  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts ; 
Think  you  not  that  the  pow'rs  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  palTage  through  the  force  of  France? 
Doing  the  execution  and  the  a<5t 
For  which  we  have  in  head  affembled  them. 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege  j  if  each  man  do  his  beft. 

K.  Henry.  I  doubt  not  that,  fince  we  are  well  perfuaded 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours  : 
And  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Succefs  and  conquefl:  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam, 
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Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd  and  lov'd 
Than  is  your  Majefty;  there's  not  a  (ubjedt 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  fliade  of  your  government. 

Grey,  True ;  thofe  that  were  your  father's  enemies 
Have  fteept  their  gauls  in  honey,  and  obferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Henry,  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfiilaefs. 
And  (hall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scroop,  So  (ervice  (hall  with  fteeled  finews  toil. 
And  labour  {hall  refrefh  it  felf  with  hope, 
To  do  your  grace  inceflant  fervices. 

K.  Henry,  We  judge  no  lefs.    Uncle  of  Exeter^ 
Inlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday, 
That  rail'd  again  ft  our  perfbn :  we  confider 
It  was  cxcefs  of  wine  that  (et  him  on, 
And  on  his  more  advice  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  punifti'd,  Soveraign,  left  example 
Breed  by  his  fiifPrance  more  of  fiich  a  kind. 

K.  Henry.  O  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  highnels,  and  yet  punifh  too. 

Grey,  You  fhew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life. 
After  the  tafte  of  much  corre<5tion. 

K.  Henry,  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orifbns  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults  proceeding  on  diftemper 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  (hall  we  ftretch  our  eye 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd  and  digefted. 
Appear  before  us.^  we'll  enlarge  that  man, 
Though  Cambridge^  Scroop  and  Grey  in  their  dear  care 

Vol.  hi.  ^  g  g  ^ 
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And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfon. 

Would  have  him  punifh'd.    Now  to  our  French  caufes. 

Who  are  the  late  commiflioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord, 
Your  highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 

Grey.  And  I,  my  Soveraign. 

K.  Henry.  Then  Richard  ^2lx\  of  Cambridge  there  is  yours 
There  yours,  lord  Scroop  of  Majham    and  Sir  Knight, 
Grey  of  Northumherlandy  this  fame  is  yours ; 
Read  them,  and  know  I  know  your  worthitieis. 
My  lord  of  Weflmorlmd  and  uncle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to-night.    Why,  how  now  gentlemen  ? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers  that  you  lofe 
So  much  complexion  ?  look  ye  how  they  change ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.    Why,  what  read  you  there 
That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Camh.  I  confefs  my  fault, 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnels'  mercy. 

Grey.  Scroop.   To  which  we  all  appeal. 

Y^.  Henry.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  latc^ 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fuppr^fs'd  and  kill'd: 
You  muft  not  dare  for  fhame  to  talk  of  mercy, 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  upon  your  bofbms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  matters,  worrying  you. 
See  you  my  Princes  and  my  noble  Peers, 
Thefe  Englijh  monfters!  my  lord  Cambridge  here. 
You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
.To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour and  this  man 
Hath  for  a  few  light  crowns  lightly  confpir'd. 
And  fworn  unto  the  practices  of  France 
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To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton,    To  the  which, 
This  Knight  no  left  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambndge  is,  hath  likewife  fworn.    But  O! 
What  fliall  I  fay  to  thee  lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  I 
Thou  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  coun/cls. 
That  knew'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  (bul, 
That  almoft  might'ft  have  coined  me  into  gold, 
Would'ft  thou  have  pradis'd  on  me  for  thy  ufe  ? 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extra<5l  one  (park  of  evil 
That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  lb  ftrange. 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  (land  off  as  grofs 
As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 
f  Treafbn  and  murder  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yoak-devils  fworn  to  cither's  purpofe ; 
Working  fo  grofly  in  a  natural  caufe, 
That  admiration  did  not  hoop  at  them. 
But  thou  'gainft  all  proportion  didfl  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treafbn,  and  on  murther : 
And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fb  prepoft'roufly. 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 
And  other  devils  that  fuggeft  by-treafbns 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation. 
With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetcht 
From  glift'ring  femblances  of  piety  : 
But  he  that  temper'd  thee  bad  thee  (land  up, 
Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  fhouldft  do  treafbn, 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 
If  that  fame  Daemon  that  hath  guU'd  thee  thus. 
Should  with  his  Lion-gate  walk  the  whole  world. 
He  might  return  to  vafly  Tartar  back, 

"t  JVhat  folhivs  to  the  end  of  this  fpeech  is  additional  Jtnce  the  firfi  edition. 
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And  tell  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  eafie  as  that  Ertgl'tjhman's, 

Oh,  how  haft  thou  with  jealoufie  infected 

The  fweetnefs  of  affiance !  Shew  men  dutiful  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou,  or  feem  they  grave  and  learned? 

Why  fb  didft  thou,  come  they  of  noble  family  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou,  feem  they  reUgious  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou,  or  are  they  fpare  in  diet. 

Free  from  grofs  pafHon  or  of  mirth  or  anger, 

Conftant  in  fpirit,  nor  fwerving  with  the  blood, 

Garnifh'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement. 

Not  working  with  the  eye  without  the  ear. 

And  but  in  purged  judgment  trufting  neither? 

Such,  and  fo  finely  f  boulted  didft  thou  feem. 

And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 

To  make  ^  the  full-fraught  man,  the  beft,  endu'd 

With  fome  fufpicion.  I  will  weep  for  thee. 

For  this  revolt  of  thine  methinks  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man  Their  faults  are  open, 

Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law. 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  pra6tices. 

Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Richard 
Earl     Cambridge . 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas  Lord 
Scroop  of  Majham, 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas  Grey^ 
Knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop.  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover'd, 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death  j 
Which  I  befeech  your  highnefs  to  forgive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  gold  of  France  did  not  feduce. 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive 

.  The 

^tbee,  f  boulted  or  fiftecl^  [/.  f.]  refined,  or  purg'd  frcm  all  faults.> 


King  Henry  V.  421 

The  (boner  to  effed  what  I  intended  ; 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention, 
Which  I  in  fiiflPrance  heartily  rejoice  for, 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grey,  Never  did  faithful  fubje<5b  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafbn. 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  my  feif. 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  fault  but  not  my  body,  pardon  Soveraign. 

K.  Henry.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy ;  hear  your  fentence  ^ 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  royal  perfon, 
f  Join'd  with  an  enemy,  and  from  his  coffers 
Receiv'd  the  golden  earneft  of  our  death  ,• 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  (laughter^ 
His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  fervitude, 
His  fubje<5ts  to  oppreflion  and  contempt. 
And  his  whole  kingdom  into  defblation.  - 
Touching  our  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge. 
But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 
Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.    Go  therefore  hence, 
Poor  miferable  wretches  to  your  death; 
The  tafte  whereof  God  of  his  mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences.  Bear  them  hence.  [Exemt:, 
Now,  lords,  for  France,  the  enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  ns,  like  glorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war. 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treafon  lurking  in  our  way, 
To  hinder  our  beginning.    Now  we  doubt  not 
But  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way : 
Then  forth  dear  countrymen  5  let  us  deliver 

Our 
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Our  puiflance  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putting  it  ftrait  in  expedition. 

Chearly  to  Tea  the  figns  of  war  advance, 

No  King  of  England^  if  not  King  of  France,  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Changes  again  to  London. 
Enter  Piftol,  Nim,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Hoftefs, 

i^?/?.  T)  R'y thee  honey  fwect  husband,  let  me  bring  thee  to 
JL  Staines, 

P'ifloL  No,  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. 
Bardolph,  be  blith  :  Nim,  rouze  thy  vaunting  veins : 
Boy,  bridle  thy  courage  up  j  for  Falflaff  he  is  dead, 
And  we  muft  yern  therefore. 

Bard,  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefome'er  he  is,  either  in 
heaven  or  in  hell. 

Hofl,  Nay,  lure  he's  not  in  hell  j  he's  in  Arthur's  bofom,  if 
ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bofbm.  He  made  a  finer  end,  and 
went  away  an  it  had  been  any  chriftom  child  \  a  parted  even 
juft  between  twelve  and  one,  even  at  the  turning  o'th'  tide :  For 
after  I  faw  him  fumble  with  the  fheets,  and  play  with  flowers, 
and  fmile  upon  his  finger's  end,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way ; 
for  t  his  nofe  was  as  (harp  as  a  pen.  How  now,  Sir  John  7  quoth 
I :  what  man  ?  be  a  good  cheer :  fb  a  cried  out,  God,  God, 
God,  three  or  four  times.  Now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him  a 
fhould  not  think  of  God  j  I  hop'd  there  was  no  need  to  trouble 

-j"  his  nofe  was  as  fharp  as  a  pen,  and  a  table  of  green  fields.  TJoefe  words  and  a  table 
of  green  fields  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  old  editions  of  1600  and  160%.  This  mnfenfe  got 
into  all  the  following  editions  by  a  pleafant  miftake  of  the  Stage-editors,  who  printed  from 
the  common  piecemeal-written  Parts  in  the  Play-houfe.  A  fable  was  here  directed  to  be 
brought  in,  ( it  being  a  fcene  in  a  tavern  where  they  drink  at  parting )  and  this  direSHon 
crept  into  the  text  from  the  margin.  Greenfield  was  the  name  of  the  Property  man  in  that 
time  who  furnifh'd  implements  &c.  for  the  a£lors.    A  Table  of  Greenfield'j. 
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himfelf  with  any  fuch  thoughts  yet :  To  a  bad  me  lay  more  clothes 
on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed  and  felt  them,  arid  they 
were  as  cold  as  a  ftone :  then  I  felt  to  his  knees,  and  lb  upward, 
and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any  ftone. 

Nim.  They  fay  he  cried  out  of  fack. 

Hoft.  Ay  that  a  did. 

Bard.  And  of  women. 

Hoft.  Nay  that  a  did  not. 

Bo'y.  Yes  that  he  did,  and  faid  they  were  devils  incarnate. 
Hoft.  A  could  never  abide  carnation,  'twas  a  colour  he  never 
hk'd. 

Boy.  He  faid  once,  the  deule  would  have  him  about  women, 

Hoft.  He  did  in  Ibme  fort  indeed  handle  women  5  but  then  he 
was  rheumatick  and  talk'd  of  the  whore  of  B6ibylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  he  faw  a  Flea  ftick  upon  Bar- 
dolph's  nole,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  foul  burning  in  hell. 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintain'd  that  fire:  that's 
all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nim.  Shall  we  fhogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from  Souths 
hampton. 

P'ifi.  Come,  let's  away.    My  love,  give  me  thy  lips  : 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables ; 
Let  fenfes  rule    the  word  is  pitch  and  pay  • 
Truft  none,  for  oaths  are  ftraws,  men's  faiths  are  wafet-^akes^ 
And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,  my  Duck, 
Therefore  Caveto  be  thy  counfellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  cryftals.   Yoke-yoke-fellows  in  arms 
Let  us  to  France^  like  Horfe-leeches,  my  boys. 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholfome  food,  they  fay. 

P'tft.  Touch  her  foft  mouth  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewel  hoftefs. 

N'm,  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it  ;  fcut  adieu. 

pift. 
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P'tfi.  Let  houfewifery  appear ;  keep  clofe,  I  thee  command. 
Hofi.  Farewelj  adieu.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  YtmcQ, 

Enter  the  French  Kmgy  the  Dauphm^  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

and  the  Conftahle, 

Fr,  Kmg, '  I  ^  H  U  S  come  the  Engl'tfJo  with  full  power  upon  us, 

JL     And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns 
To  anfwer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Brka'm, 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleans  ihall  make  forth, 
And  you,  Prince  Dauph'm,  with  all  fwift  difpatch ; 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  war 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce 
As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples, 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  Engltjh 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau,  My  moft  redoubted  father, 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe : 
For  peace  it  felf  fhould  not  fo  dull  a  kingdom, 
(Tho'  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel  were  in  queftion) 
But  that  defences,  mutters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintain'd,  affembled  and  colleded, 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefore  I  fay  'tis  meet  we  all  go  fortb. 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France: 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  fliew  of  fear ; 

No 


> 


King  Henry  V. 

No,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whhfon  morris-dance : 
For,  my  good  Liege,  flie  is  fo  idly  king'd, 
Her  fcepter  fo  fantaftically  born, 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  fhallow,  humorous  youth. 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace.  Prince  Dauph'my 
f  You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  King : 
Queftion  your  grace  the  late  ambaffadors. 
With  what  great  ftate  he  heard  their  embaffie. 
How  well  (iipply'd  with  noble  counfellors, 
How  mod-  ft  in  exception,  and  withal 
How  terrible  in  conftant  refblution : 
And  you  fliall  find  his  vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out-fide  of  the  Roman  Brutus ^ 
Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots 
That  fhall  firft  /pring  and  be  moft  delicate. 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  lord  high  conftabl 
But  tho'  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter : 
In  caufes  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems. 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd  ^ 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projedion. 
Doth  like  a  mifer  fpoil  his  coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr.  King.  Think  we  King  Harry  ftrong  j 
And  Princes  look  you  ftrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flefh'd  upon  us  j 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 
Witnels  our  too  much  memorable  fhame, 
When  Crejfy  battel  fatally  was  ftruck. 

Vol.  III.    ^  Hhh 

\  fhis  part  much  inJar^d  fmce  the  firji  noriting. 


426  Ring  Henry  V. 

And  all  our  Princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 

Of  that  black  name,  Edward  the  Prince  of  Wales: 

While  that  his  mountain  fire,  on  mountain  ftanding. 

Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  fiin. 

Saw  his  heroick  feed,  and  finil'd  to  fee  him 

Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 

The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 

Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  ftem 

Of  that  vidorious  ftock  j  and  let  us  fear 

The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Mejf,  Ambaffadors  from  Harry  King  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  Majefty.  [them* 

Fr.  K'mg,  We'll  give  them  prefcnt  audience.  Go,  and  bring 
You  fee  this  chafe  is  hotly  follow'd,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  ftop  purfuit,-  for  coward  dogs 
Moll  fpend  their  mouths,  when  what  they  feem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.    Good  my  Soveraign, 
Take  up  the  EngUJh  fhort,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin 
As  felf-negleding. 

s  c  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Exeter. 

Fr.  K'mg,  From  our  brother  England? 

Exe,  From  himj  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefty: 
He  wills  you  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  diveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrow'd  glories,  that  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  long 

To 
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To  him  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely  the  crown, 

And  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  honours  that  pertain 

By  cuftom  and  the  ordinance  of  times. 

Unto  the  crown  of  France.   That  you  may  know 

'Tis  no  finifter  nor  no  awkward  claim, 

Pick'd  from  the  worm-holes  of  iong-vanifli'd  days. 

Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  oblivion  rak'd  j 

He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  line. 

In  every  branch  truly  demonftrativc. 

Willing  you  over-look  his  pedigree; 

And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 

From  his  moft  fam*d  of  famous  anceftors, 

Edward  the  Third ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 

Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indiredly  held 

From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

Exe.  Bloody  conftraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Ev'n  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
And  therefore  in  fierce  tempeft  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder  and  in  earthquake  like  a  Jove: 
That  if  requiring  fail,  he  may  compell. 
He  bids  you  in  the  bowels  of  the  lord. 
Deliver  up  the  crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafty  jaws,-  upon  your  head 
Turning  the  widows  tears,  the  orphans  cries. 
The  dead  mens  blood,  the  pining  maidens  groans, 
For  husbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers. 
That  fhall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfie. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatning,  and  my  meffage ; 
Unlefs  the  Dauph'm  be  in  prefence  here. 
To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr,  King.  For  us  we  will  confider  of  this  further ; 

H  h  h  2  To-morrrow 

^  privy  maidens. 
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To-morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  England, 

Dm,  For  the  Dauph  'my 
I  ftand  here  for  him ;  what  to  him  from  England? 

Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance,  flight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif-become 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  King ;  and  if  your  father's  highnefs 
Do  not  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fent  his  Majefl:y,* 
He'll  call  you  to  lb  hot  an  anfwer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 
In  fecond  accent  to  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  ^  render  fair  reply. 
It  is  againft  my  will ;  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end. 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Parts  balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Parts  Louvre  fhake  for  it. 
Were  it  the  miftrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And  be  affur'd  you'll  find  a  difference. 
As  we  his  fubje6ls  have  in  wonder  found. 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days 
And  thefe  he  mafters  now;  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmofl:  grain,  which  you  fliall  read 
In  your  own  lolfes,  if  he  flay  in  France. 

Fr.  King.  To-morrow  you  fliall  know  our  mind  at  full. 

\Flour\fh. 

Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay. 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr.  King.  You  flriall  be  foon  di(patch'd  with  fair  conditions 

A 

*  tender. 
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A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe. 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence. 
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t  A  C  T  III   SCENE  I. 

FRANCE. 
Enter  Chorus. 

H  U  S  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  fcene  flies. 
In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity 
Than  that  of  thought.  Suppofe  that  you  have 
feen 

The  well-appointed  King  at  Dover  Peer 
Embark  his  royalty  5  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  filken  dreamers  the  young  Phoebus  fanning. 
Play  with  your  fancies  j  and  in  them  behold. 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle  fliip  boys  climbing. 
Hear  the  fhrill  whiftle  which  doth  order  give 
To  founds  confus'd behold  the  threaden  fails. 
Born  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  thro'  the  furrow'd  fea^, 
Breafting  the  lofty  furge.    O,  do  but  think 
You  ftand  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 
A  city  on  th'  inconftant  billows  dancing  i 
For  fb  appears  this  fleet  majeftical,. 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfleur.    Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  minds  to  fternage  of  this  navy, 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight  ftill. 
Guarded  with  grandfires,  babies  and  old  women^ 
Or  pafl:  or  not  arriv'd  to  pith  and  puifTance : 
For  who  is  he  whofe  chin  is  but  enrich'd 

With 

"t"  *this  whole  a£f  (and  alfo  the  refi  of  the  ^hy)  Virymueh  enlarged  and  im^oved  by  the 
author  fince  the  editions  of  1600,  and  i(5o8. 
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With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefe  cuU'd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  Frame? 
Work,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  fiege : 
Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 
Suppofe  th'  ambaffador  from  France  comes  back. 
Tells  Harry^  that  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her  to  dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms : 
The  offer  likes  not;  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  lynflock  now  the  deviUfh  cannon  touches, 

\Alarmy  and  Cannon  go  pff. 
And  down  goes  all  before  him.    Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  [£^/V. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Gloucc^efy  whb 
fcalmg-ladders  as  before  Harfleur. 

K.  Henry.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  oace 
Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  our  EngVtJh  dead.  [more 
In  peace  there's  nothing  fb  becomes  a  man 
As  modefl  flillnefs  and  humility : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  adion  of  the  Tyger  ; 
Stiffen  the  fincws,  fiimmon  up  the  blood, 
Difguife  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage,- 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  alpe^t 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head, 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  ocean. 

Now 
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Now  (et  the  teeth,  and  ftretch  the  noftril  wide, 

Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 

To  his  full  height.   Now  on,  you  nobleft  Engltfhy  . 

Whofe  blood  is  fetcht  from  fathers  of  war-proof  y 

Fathers,  that  like  (b  many  Alexandersy 

Have  in  thefc  parts  from  morn  *till  even  fought. 

And  flieath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument : 

Diflionour  not  your  mothers ;  now  atteft. 

That  thofe  whom  you  call'd  fathers  did  beget  you. 

Be  copy  now  to  men  of  groffer  blood. 

And  teach  them  how  to  war  j  and  you,  good  yeomen, 

Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  England^  fhew  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pafture :  let  us  fwear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not : 

For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe. 

That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  eyes  ,* 

I  fee  you  fland  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips. 

Straining  upon  the  flart.    The  game's  a-foot : 

Follow  your  fpirit ;  and  upon  this  charge. 

Cry,  God  for  Harry,  England^  and  St.  George. 

[Alarm y  and  Cannon  go  off. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Nim,  Bardolph,  Piflol,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on,  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach. 

Nim.  'Pray  thee,  corporal,  flay,  the  knocks  are  too  hotj 
and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  lives ;  the  humour 
of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  fong  of  it. 

Pift.  The  plain  fong  is  mofl  juflj  for  humours  do  abound: 
Knocks  go  and  come :  God's  vafTals  drop  and  die ; 
And  fword  and  fhield,  in  bloody  field,  doth  win  immortal  fame. 

Boy.  Wou'd  I  were  in  an  ale-houfe  in  London^  I  would  give 
all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  fafety.  Pifi^ 
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P'tjl.  *AndI;  if  wiflies  would  prevail, 
I  wou'd  not  ftay,  but  thither  would  I  hye. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  dogs;  avaunt,  you  cullions. 

P  'lft,  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  mould. 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage ; 
Good  bawcock  bate  thy  rage,  ufe  lenity  fweet  chuck. 

Nim.  Thefe  be  good  humours  your  honour  wins  bad  hu- 
mours. [Exeunt, 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three  fwafhers. 
I  am  boy  to  them  all  three  j  but  all  they  three,  though  they 
would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  man  to  me ;  for  indeed  three  fiich 
antiques  do  not  amount  to  a  man.  For  Bardolphy  he  is  white  li- 
ver'd  and  red  fac'd,  by  the  means  whereof  he  faces  it  out,  but 
fights  not.  For  P'tftol,  he  hath  a  killing  tongue  and  a  quiet  fword; 
by  the  means  whereof  he  breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole  wea- 
pons. For  N'm,  he  hath  heard  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  beft 
men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  he  fhould 
be  thought  a  coward ;  but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd  with 
as  few  good  deeds,  for  he  never  broke  any  man's  head  but  his 
own,  and  that  was  againft  a  poft  when  he  was  drunk.  They  will 
fteal  any  thing  and  call  it  purchafe.  Bardolph  ftole  a  lute-cafe, 
bore  it  twelve  leagues,  and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence.  Nim 
and  Bardolph  are  fworn  brothers  in  filching  and  in  Calais  they 
ftole  a  fire-ftiovel,  I  knew  by  that  piece  of  fervice,  the  men 
would  carry  coals.  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with  mens 
pockets  as  their  gloves  or  their  hand-kerchers  ^  which  makes 
much  againft  my  manhood,  for  if  I  would  take  from  another's 
pocket  to  put  into  mincj  it  is  plain  pocketting  up  of  wrongs.  I 
muft  leave  them,  and  feek  fome  better  fervice ;  their  villany  goes 
againft  my  weak  ftomach,  and  therefore  I  muft  caft  it  up. 

[Exit  Boy, 
Enter 

*  See  edit,  of  kSoOj  and  i<Jo8, 
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Enter  Gower. 

Gower.  Captain  Fluelkn,  you  muft  come  prefently  to  the 
mines ;  the  Duke  of  Gloucefler  would  /peak  with  you. 

Flu.  To  the  mines  ?  tell  you  the  Duke  it  is  not  fo  good  to 
come  to  the  mines ;  for  look  you  the  mines  are  not  according 
to  the  difcipUnes  of  the  war,-  the  concavities  of  it  is  not  fuffici- 
cntj  for  look  you,  th' athverfary  (you  may  difcufsunto  the  Duke, 
look  you)  is  dig'd  himfelf  four  yards  under  the  countermines  ; 
by  Chefhu  I  think  a  will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  petter  di- 
redions. 

Gower,  The  Duke  of  Gloucefler^  to  whom  the  order  of  the 
fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  dirci^ted  by  an  IrtJ}^  man,  a  very 
vahant  gentleman  i'  faith. 

Flu,  It  is  captain  Mackmorrke^  is  it  not? 

Gower.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu,  By  Chefhu  he  is  an  A(s,  as  in  the  world  ,•  I  will  verifie 
as  much  in  his  beard ;  he  has  no  more  diredions  in  the  true 
difciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you  of  the  Roman  difciplines,  than 
is  a  Puppy-dog. 

Enter  Mackmorris,  and  Captain  Jamy. 

Gower.  Here  he  comes,  and  the  Scots  captain,  captain  Jam'j 
with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  'Jamj  is  a  marvellous  valorous  gentleman,  that 
is  certain,  and  of  great  expedition  and  knowledge  in  the  ancient 
wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his  diredions ;  by  Chejhu 
he  will  maintain  his  argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the 
world,  in  the  difciplines  of  the  priftine  wars  of  the  Romans. 

Jamy.  I  fay  gudday,  captain  Fluellen. 

Flii>  Godden  to  your  worftiip,  good  captain  James, 

Gower,  How  now,  captain  Mackmorris y  have  you  quitted  the 
mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

Vol.  IIL  I  i  i  MacK 
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Mack.  By  Chrifh  law  tifh  ill  done ;  the  work  ifli  give  over, 
the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand  I  fwear,  and  by  my 
father's  foul,  the  work  ifli  ill  done  ^  it  ifh  give  over  I  would 
have  blowed  up  the  town,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me  law,  in  an  hour. 

0  tifli  ill- done,  tilli  ill  done;  by  my  hand  tifli  ill  done. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorrke,  I  befeech  you  now  will  you  vouch- 
fafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with  you,  as  partly  touch- 
ing or  concerning  the  difciplines  of  the  war,  the  Roman  wars, 
in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and  friendly  communica- 
tion j  partly  to  fatisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly  for  the  latisfa6iion, 
look  you,  of  my  mind,  as  touching  the  direction  of  the  miHtary 
difcipline,  that  is  the  point. 

Jamy.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captens  bath,  and 

1  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occafion ;  that  fall 
I  marry. 

Mack.  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me :  the  day 
is  hot,  and  the  weather  and  the  wars,  and  the  King  and  the 
Duke ;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  town  is  befeech'd ;  and 
the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  breach,  and  we  talk,  and  by  Chrifh 
do  nothing,  'tis  (hame  for  us  all ;  fo  God  fa'  me  'tis  {hame  to 
ftand  ftill,  it  is  {hame  by  my  hand  -y  and  there  is  throats  to  be 
cut,  and  works  to  be  done,  and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  foChrijfh 
fa'  me  law. 

Jamy.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  themfelves 
to  flomber  ayle  do  gud  fervice,  or  aile  ligge  i'th'  ground  for  it 
ay,  or  go  to  death  ,•  and  He  pay  it  as  valoroufly  as  I  may,  that 
fal  I  fiirely  do,  the  breff  and  the  long  5  marry,  I  wad  full  fain 
heard  fome  queftion  'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorrke,  I  think,  look  you,  under  your 
corre6tipn,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation  

Mack.  Of  my  nation  ?  what  ifh  my  nation^  iih  a  villain,  and 
a  baftard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal }  what  ifh  my  nation  ?  who 
talks  of  my  nation? 

Flu^ 
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Flu,  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than  is  meant, 
captain  Mackmorrke^  peradventure  I  (hall  think  you  do  not  ufe 
me  with  that  affability  as  in  difcretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me, 
look  you,  being  as  good  a  man  as  your  felf  both  in  the  difci- 
plines  of  wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other 
particularities. 

Mack,  I  do  not  know  youfb  good  a  man  as  my  felf,  foChrifh 
fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each  other. 
Jamy.  A,  that's  a  foul  fault.  Parley  founded, 

Gower,  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorrh,  when  there  is  more  better  oppor- 
tunity to  be  requir'd,  look  you,  PU  be  fb  bold  as  to  tell  you  I 
know  the  difciplines  of  war,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  hh  tram  before  the  gates, 

K.  Henry,  How  yet  refolves  the  governor  of  the  town. ^ 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore  to  our  befl  mercy  give  your  felves. 
Or  like  to  men  proud  of  deftrudion 
Defie  us  to  our  worfl as  Pm  a  foldier, 
(A  name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  befl) 
If  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchieved  Harfleur, 
^Till  in  her  afhes  fhe  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  fhall  be  all  fhut  up 
And  the  flefh'd  foldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart. 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  fhall  range 
With  confcience  wide  as  hell,  mowing  like  grafs 
Your  frefh  fair  virgins  and  your  flow'ring  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, 

I  i  i  2  Arrayed 
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Array'd  in  flames  like  to  the  PrinCe  of  fiends, 

Do  with  his  (inircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 

Enlinkt  to  wafte  and  defolation? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  felves  are  caufe. 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs. 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  command 

Upon  th'  enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpoil. 

As  fend  our  precepts  to  th'  Leviathan 

To  come  a-fhoar.    Therefore  you  men  of  Harfleur 

Take  pity  of  your  town  and  of  your  people. 

While  yet  my  foldiers  are  in  my  command. 

While  yet  the  cool  and  temp'rate  wind  of  grace 

O'er-blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  heady  murther,  fpoil  and  villany. 

If  not    why  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 

The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile  the  locks  of  your  fhrill-fhrieking  daughters  ^ 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards, 

And  their  mofl  rev'rend  heads  dafht  to  the  walls ; 

Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  pikes. 

While  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 

Do  break  the  clouds ;  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry^ 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughter-men. 

What  fay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 

Or  guilty  in  defence  be  thus  deflroy'd  ? 

Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  Our  expedation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dauphmy  of  whom  fuccours  we  entreated. 
Returns  us,  that  his  pow'rs  are  yet  not  ready 
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To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.   Therefore,  gre^  King, 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  fbft  mercy: 
Enter  our  gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours. 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

K.  Henr^.  Open  your  gates :  come,  uncle  Exeter^ 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur,  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  ftrongly  'gainft  the  French: 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all.    For  us,  dear  uncle. 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers,  we'll  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  we  will  be  your  gueft, . 
To-morrow  for  the  march  we  are  addreft. 

\Flour\fhy  and  enter  the  town. 

t  S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Katharine  and  an  old  gentlewoman, 

Kath.  ATfce^  tuasefik  enangleterre,  &  tup arlohhtenle  language. 
Alice.  Un  peu^  madame, 

Kath.  Je  te prie  de     enfe'tgnery  tl  faut  que  f  appreme  a  par^ 
ler.    Comment  appelle  vom  la  mam  en  An^ots  ? 
Alice.  La  main,  d  eft  appelU^  de  hand, 
Kath.  De  hand, 
Alice.  Et  le  doyt, 

Kath.  Le  doyt,  me  foyje  ouhl'te  le  doyt^  mahje  me  fouviendra 
le  doytj  je  penfe  quails  ont  appelle  des  fingres,  ouy  de  fingres. 

Alice.  La  mam,  de  hand-^  le  doit,  le  fingres,  Je  penfe  que 
je  fms  le  bon  efcoUer. 

Kath.  J'  ay  gaigne  deuz  mots  d'  Anglots  v'tfiementy  comment  ap-^ 
pelle  vous  les  ongles? 

Alice.  Les  ongles^  les  appellons  de  nayles. 

Kath.  De  nayles,  Efcoutez:  dttes  moy,fije  parkbkn:  dehand^ 
de  fingresy  de  nayles,  Alice. 

"t"  I  have  left  this  ridiculous  fcene  as  I  found  it;  and  am  forry  to  have  no  colour  left ,  from 
any  of  the  editions^  to  imagine  it  interpolated. 
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Alice.  O  efi  h'ten  dtt  madamey  tl  efi  fort  hon  Angloh, 
Kath,  Dues  moy  en  Anglok  le  bras. 
Alice.  De  arme,  madame, 
Kath.  Rt  le  coude. 
Alice.  elbow, 

Kath.  Ty  elbow :  je  m'en  fa'ttz  la  repetttton  de  tous  les  mots  que 
vous     av  'fz  apprms  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  II  eft  trop  dtfficde  madame,  comme  je  penfe, 

Kath.  Excufe  moy  Altce,  efcoutey  d' handy  de  fingrey  de  naylesy 
d'  armey  de  btlbow, 

Alice.      elbow y  madame, 

Kath.  0  S'lgneur  DieUy  je  m'en  oubl'te  d'  elbow  comment  ap- 
pelle  vous  le  coll 

Alice.  De  necky  madame, 
Kath.  De  neck'y  &^  le  manton? 
Alice.  De  chtn, 

Kath.  De  fm :  le  coly  de  neck :  le  mantony  de  Jtn. 

Alice.  Ouy.  Sauf  voftre  honneur  en  vertte  vous  prononctes  les 
mots  aujfi  dro  'iBy  que  le  natifs  d'  angleterre, 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d'  apprende  par  le  grace  de  DteUy  & 
en  peu  de  temps, 

Alice.  N'avez  vous  pas  defia  oubhe  ce  que  je  vous  ay  enfeigne? 

Kath.  Nony  je  reciter  ay  a  vous  promptement  d  handy  de  fingrCy 
de  nayleSy  madame, 

Alice.  De  naylesy  madame, 

Kath.  De  nayles,  de  armCy  de  tlbow, 

Alice.  Sauf  voftre  honneur  d'  elbow, 

Kath.  Amfi  de-je  d' elbow y  de  necky  de  fm:  comment  appelle 
•  vous  les  pteds  &  de  robe. 

Alice.  Le  foot  madame y  &'  le  count, 

Kath.  Le  footy  6f  le  count :  0  Segnteur  Dteu  /  ce  font  des  mots 
mauvatSy  corruptible  &f  tmpudtquey  &  non  pour  les  damnes  d  hon- 
neur d  ufer :  je  ne  voudrots  promncer  ces  mots  devant  les  Seigneurs 

de 
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de  France y  pour  tout  le  monde  /  tl  faut  le  foot,  &f  le  count ,  neant" 
mom.    Je  reciter  ay  un  autrefois  ma  le^on  enfemble,  d'hand,  de 
fingre,  de  nayles,  d'  arme,  d'  elbow y  de  neck,  de  firiy  de  foot,  de  count. 
Alice.  Excellent,  madame. 

Kath.  O  eft  ajfez  pour  une  fois,  allons  nous  en  dtfner,  \_Exeunt\ 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  of  Britain,  the 
Conflable  f?/ France,  and  others, 

Fr.  Kmg.  'Tis  certain  he  hath  pafs'd  the  river  Some. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord. 
Let  us  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barb'rous  people. 

Dau.  0  dteu  v'want !  fliall  a  few  fprays  of  us, 
(The  emptying  of  our  fathers  luxury,) 
Our  Syens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  flock, 
'Sprout  up  fo  fuddenjy  into  the  clouds. 
And  over-look  their  grafters  ? 

Brit,  Normans,  but  baftard  Normans,  Norman  baftards. 
Mort  de  ma  vie,  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  foggy  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  ^fhort,  nooky  Ifle  of  Albion, 

Con,  Dieu  de  Bata'illes/  why  whence  have  they  this  mettle? 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fiir-reyn'd  jades,  their  barly-broth, 
Decod:  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  fhall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine^  -  -  - 

Seem  frofty  ?  Oh !  for  honour  of  our  land^ 
Let  us  not  hang  like  frozen  Ificles 

Upon 

'  Spirt,  »  nook-Jhotten. 
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Upoo  our  houfe-tops,  while  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  ^  blood  in  our  rich  fields : 
Poor  we  may  call  them  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour, 
Our  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay 
^Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  Engl'tjh  youth, 
To  new-ftore  France  with  baftard  warriors. 

'Bri,  They  bid  us  to  the  Engltfh  dancing  fchools, 
And  teach  Lavalta's  high  and  (m^t  Currantoi's  i 
Saying  our  gtace  is  only  in  our  heels. 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  run-aways. 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montjoy  the  herald  ?  fpeed  him  hence. 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  fharp  defiance. 
Up  Princes,  and  with  Ipirit  of  honour  edg'd 
Yet  Aiarper  than  your  fwords,  hie  to  the  field  : 
Charles  Delabreth,  high  conftable  of  France ; 
You  Dukes  of  Orleans y  Bourhony  and  of  Berry y 
Alanfony  Brabanty  Bar  and  Burgundy y 
Jaques  Chattlliony  Ramburesy  Vaudemonty 
Beaumonty  GrandpreSy  RouJJiey  and  Faulconhrldge y 
LoySy  Lefiraky  Bouctqually  and  CharaloySy 
High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords  and  Kings  j 
For  your  great  feats  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames  : 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  through  our  land 
With  penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur: 
Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 
Upon  the  vallies,  whofe  low  vaffal  leat 
The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him,  you  have  pow'r  enough, 
And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Roan 
Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con,  This  becomes  the  great. 

Sorry 

8  youth. 
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Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  fo  few. 
His  foldiers  fick,  and  famifht  in  their  march : 
For  I  am  fiire  when  he  fhall  fee  our  army, 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear. 
And  for  atchievement  offer  us  his  ranfbm. 

Fr.  Ktng.  Therefore  Lord  Conftable,  hafte  on  Mountjoy^ 
And  let  him  fay  to  Englandy  that  we  fend 
To  know  what  willing  ranfbm  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin ^  you  fhall  flay  with  us  in  Roan, 

Dau,  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefly. 

Fr,  Ktng,  Be  patient,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. 
Now  forth  Lord  Conflable  and  Princes  all ; 

And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.  [Exeunt^  - 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 
Gow!T  T  O  W  now,   captain  Fluellen^   come  yoa  from  the 
X  JL  bridge? 

Flu.  I  affure  you  there  is  very  excellent  fervices  committed  at 
the  pridge. 

Gow.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu,  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Agamemnon^ 
and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  foul,  and  my  heart, 
and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  living,  and  my  uttermofl 
power.  He  is  not,  God  be  praifed  and  pleiTed,  any  hurt  in  the 
world ;  he  is  maintain  the  pridge  moft  valiantly  with  excellent 
difcipline.  There  is  an  ancient  lieutenant  there,  I  think  in  my 
very  confcience  he  is  as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony ,  and  he 
is  a  man  of  no  eflimation  in  the  world,  but  I  did  fee  him  do 
gallant  fervices. 

Gow,  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call'd  ancient  Pifiol, 

Gow,  I  know  him  not. 

Vol.  III.  Kkk  Enter 
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Enter  Piftol. 

Flu,  Here  is  the  man. 

Pift,  Captain,  I  thee  bejfeech  to  do  me  favours : 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  I,  I  praiieGod,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love  at  his  hands. 

Ptfl.  Bardolph,  a  foldier  firm  and  found  of  heart 
And  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  fate 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel. 

That  Goddefs  Wind  that  ftands  upon  the  rolling  reftlefs  ftone — 

Flu,  By  your  patience.  Ancient  P  'jfiol:  Fortune  is  painted  plind, 
with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  fignifie  to  you  that  fortune  is 
plind  j  and  (he  is  painted  alfo  with  a  wheel,  to  fignifie  to  you, 
which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  flie  is  turning  and  inconftant,  and 
mutabilities  and  variations  ^  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon 
a  fpherical  ftone,  which  rowles  and  rowles  and  rowles in  good 
truth,  the  Poet  makes  a  moft  excellent  defcription  of  it :  for- 
tune is  an  excellent  moral. 

P'tfi,  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him  ; 
For  t  he  hathftolna  Pax,  and  hanged  muft  a  be;  damned  death? 
Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fiiffocate  ; 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death 
For  Pax  of  little  price.    Therefore  go  ipeak, 
The  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice  j 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny-cord^  and  vile  reproach. 
Speak  captain  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  P'tfiol,  I  do  partly  underftand  your  meaning. 

Pifi.  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at ;  for  if, 
look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  defire  the  Duke  to  ufe 

his 

t  This  is  conformable  to  hi  ft  or a  foldier  (Hall  tell  us^  Hen.  f .  yntr  5.  foL  IJ^J  being 
han£d  at  this  time  for  fush  a  faU, 
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his  good  pleafure  and  put  him  to  executions,  for  difciplines  ought 
to  be  ufed. 

Ptft.  Die  and  be  damn'd,  aad  Ftgo  for  thy  friendfliip. 
Flu.  It  is  well. 

Pift.  The  fig  of  Spam   [Exh  Pift, 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Gow.  Why  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal^  I  remember 
him  now ;  a  bawd,  a  cut-purfe. 

Flu.  ril  alTure  you,  he  utt'red  as  prave  words  at  the  pridge 
as  you  {hall  fee  in  a  fiimmer's  day  j  but  it  is  very  well ;  what  he 
has  {poke  to  me,  that  is  well  I  warrant  you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Gow.  Why  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue  that  now  and  then 
goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return  into  Londoriy 
under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  Such  fellows  are  per  fed  in  the 
great  commanders  names,  and  they  will  learn  you  by  rote  where 
fervices  were  done  ^  at  fuch  and  fuch  a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach, 
at  fiich  a  convoy  ,•  who  came  off  bravely,  who  was  fhot,  who 
difgrac'd,  what  terms  the  enemy  flood  on  and  this  they  con 
perfectly  in  the  phrafe  of  war,  which  they  trick  up  with  new- 
turned  oaths :  And  what  a  beard  of  the  general's  cut,  and  a  hor- 
rid fiite  of  the  camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles  and  ale- 
wafh'd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on !  But  you  mufl:  learn 
to  know  fiich  flanders  of  the  age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  marvel- 
loufly  miftook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Gower ;  I  do  perceive  he  is  not 
the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fhew  to  the  world  he  is  if 
I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat  I  will  tell  him  my  mind  hear  you,  the 
King  is  coming  and  I  muft  ^fpeak  with  him. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Drum  and  Colours.     Enter  the  K'mg  and  his  poor  foldiers. 
Flu.  God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

K  k  k  2  K.  Henry. 

•  fpeak  with  him  from  the  bridge,  is  added  in  the  latter  editions ;  hut  it  is  j^Iainfrom 
the  fequel,  that  the  fcene  here  cotttinues^  and  the  affair  of  the  bridge  is  over. 
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IC  Henry.  How  now  Fluelleriy  cam'ft  thou  from  the  bridge  > 
Flu.  \,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty :  the  Duke  of  Exeter  has  very 
gallantly  maintain'd  the  pridge ;  the  French  is  gone  off,  look  you, 
and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave  paflfages  marry  th'  athver- 
fary  was  have  poffeflion  of  the  pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  re- 
tire, and  the  Duke  of  Exeter  is  mafter  of  the  pridge :  I  can  tell 
your  Majefty  the  Duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Henry »  What  men  have  you  loft,  fluellen  7 
Flu.  The  perdition  of  th' athverfary  hath  been  very  great, 
very  rcafonable  great ;  marry  for  my  part,  I  think  the  Duke 
hath  loft  never  a  man  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for  rob- 
bing a  church,  ont  Bardolphy  if  your  Majefty  know  the  man: 
his  face  is  all  bubuckles  and  whelks  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire, 
and  his  lips  blows  at  his  nofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  fome- 
times  plue,  and  fometimes  red  ,*  but  his  nofe  is  executed  and  his 
fire's  out. 

K.  Henry.  We  would  have  fiich  offenders  fo  cut  off. 
And  give  exprefs  charge  that  in  all  our  march 
There  ftiall  be  nothing  taken  from  the  villages 
But  (hall  be  paid  for,  and  no  French  upbraided 
Or  yet  abufed  in  difdainfiil  language,- 
W^hen  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  kingdoms. 
The  gentler  gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

Tucket  founds.    Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K.  Henry.  Well  then  I  know  thee  |  whatfliall  I  know  of  thee? 

Mount.  My  mafter's  mind. 
K.  Henry.  Unfold  it. 

Mount.  Thus  fays  my  King :  fay  thou  to  Harry  England^ 
Although  we  feemed  dead,  we  did  but  fleep : 
Advantage  is  a  better  fbldier  than  raflinefs. 
Tell  him,  we  could  at  Harfleur  have  rcbuk*d  him> 

But 
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But  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury 
'Till  it  were  ripe.    Now  fpeak  we  on  our  cue. 
With  voice  imperial :  England  fhall  repent 
His  folly^  fee  his  weaknefs^  and  admire 
Our  flifPrance.    Bid  him  therefore  to  confider 
What  muft  the  ranfom  be,  which  muft  proportion 
The  loffes  we  have  born,  the  fubjedts  we 
Have  loft",  and  the  difgrace  we  have  digefted ; 
To  anfwer  which,  his  pettinels  would  bow  under* 
Firft  for  our  lofs,  too  poor  is  his  Exchequer  j 
For  the  efifufion  of  our  blood,  his  army 
Too  faint  a  number ;  and  for  our  dilgrace, 
Ev*n  his  own  perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet 
A  weak  and  worthlefs  fatisfadtion. 
To  this  defiance  add  ^  and  for  conclufion. 
Tell  him  he  hath  betray'd  his  followers, 
Whofe  condemnation  is  pronounc'd.    So  far 
My  King  and  maft:er  ^  and  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henry,  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

Mount,  Momtjoy, 

K.  Henry,  Thou  do'fl  thy  office  fairly.   Turn  thee  back. 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now. 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment ;  for  to  fay  the  footh, 
(Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confels  fo  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 
My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled, 
My  numbers  leffen'd  ^  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almofl  no  better  than  fb  many  French ; 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee  herald^ 
I  thought  upon  one  pair  of  EngUJh  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.    Yet  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus  j  this  your  ^  air  of  France 

Hath 
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Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me ;  I  muft  repent. 

Go  therefore  tell  thy  mafter  here  I  am ; 

My  ranfom  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  trunk  ^ 

My  army  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard: 

Yet  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 

Though  France  himfelf  and  fiich  another  neighbour 

Stand  in  our  way.    There's  for  thy  labour,  Momtjo^. 

Go  bid  thy  mafter  well  advife  himfelf :  \ 

If  we  may  pafs,  wc  will    if  we  be  hinder'd, 

t  We  fhall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 

Difcolour,-  and  fo  Mountjoy  fare  you  well. 

The  fum  of  all  our  anlwer  is  but  this ; 

We  would  not  feek  a  battle  as  we  are. 

Yet  as  we  are,  we  fay  we  will  not  fhun  it : 

So  tell  your  mafter. 

Mount,  I  ftiall  deliver  fo :  thanks  to  your  highnefs.  \Exlt, 

Glou,  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Henry,  We  are  in  God's  hand  brother,  not  in  theirs: 

March  to  the  bridge,  it  now  draws  toward  night. 

Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  our  felves, 

And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  [Exeunt. 

*  S  C  E  N  E  IX. 

Enter  the  Conjlable  of  France,  the  Lord  Rambures,  Orleans, 

Dauphin,  whh  others. 

Con,  T^  UT,  I  have  the  beft  armour  of  the  world. 

X       Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  armour,-  but  let  my 
horfe  have  his  due. 

'  Con.  It  is  the  beft  horfe  of  Europe, 

•\  Hall'j  Chronicle^  fol.  14.  Hen.  f.  yeorv  z. 

*  This  fcene  is  Jloorter^  and  I  think  better^  in  the  firfi  editions  of  1600  and  i(So8  .  But 
as  the  enlargements  appear  te  be  the  author'' s  own,  I  would  not  omit  them  ;  but  have,  for  the 
reader''^  curiofity,  marked  them  with  [mall  comma's. 

'  Orl 
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^  OrL  Will  it  never  be  morning? 

*  Dau,  My  lord  of  Orleans  and  my  lord  high  Conftable,  yon 
^  talk  of  horfe  and  armour  ? 

*  Or/.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  Prince  in  the  world. 
'  Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this  ?  I  will  not  change  my  horfe 

*  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pafterns  he  bounds  from  the 

*  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs  ^  when  I  beftride  him,  I  foar, 

*  I  am  a  Hawk  j  he  trots  the  air,  the  earth  fings  when  he  tou- 

*  ches  it  the  bafeft  horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  mufical  than  the 
^  pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrL  He's  of  the  colour  of  a  nutmeg. 

Dau,  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beaft  for  Per- 
feus  J  he  is  pure  air  and  fire ;  and  the  dull  elements  of  earth  and 
water  never  appear  in  him,  '  but  only  in  patient  ftilnefs  while  his 
^  rider  mounts  him  5  he  is  indeed  a  horfe,  and  all  other  jades 
^  you  may  call  beafts. 

'  Con,  Indeed  my  lord,  it  isamoft  abfolute  and  excellent  horfe. 

*  Dau,  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys,  his  neigh  is  like  the  bid- 
'  ding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  homage. 

'  OrL  No  more,  coufin. 

*  Dau.  Nay  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot  from  therifing 
^  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  deferved  praife 
'  on  my  palfrey  j  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as  the  fea:  turn  thefands 

*  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my  horfe  is  argument  for  them  all  ; 
'  'tis  a  fubjed:  for  aSoveraign  to  reafbn  on,  and  for  a  Soveraign's 

*  Soveraign  to  ride  on ;  and  for  the  world,  famiUar  to  us  and  un- 
*■  known,  to  lay  apart  their  particular  fundions  and  wonder  at 

*  him.'  I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife,  and  began  thus,  Won" 
der  of  nature  

OrL  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  miflrefs. 
Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  composed  to  my 
courfer,  for  my  horfe  is  my  miflrefs. 
^  OrL  Your  miflrefs  bears  well. 

'  Dau. 
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^  Dau»  Me  well,  which  is  the  prefcript  praifc  and  perfedion 

*  of  a  good  and  particular  miftrefs. 

CoH.  Methought  yefterday  your  miftreft  (hrewdly  Aiook  your 
back. 

*  Dau.  So  perhaps  did  yours. 

*  Con»  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

*  Dau.  O  then  belike  {he  was  old  and  gentle,  and  you  rode 

*  like  a  Keme  of  Ireland^  your  French  hofe  off,  and  in  your  ftrait 

*  ftroffers. 

*  Con.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanfliip. 

*  Dau.  Bq  warn'd  by  me  thenj  they  that  ride  fo  and  ride  not 

*  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs  I  had  rather  have  my  horfe  to  my 
'  miftrefi. 

*  Con.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  miftrefs  a  jade. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee  Conftable  my  miftrefs  wears  her  own  hair. 
Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a  Sow  to 
my  miftrefs. 

'  Dau.  he  ch'ten  efi  retournk  a  fin  propre  vom  'tjfement^  &  la 

*  trme  Javee  au  hourhter  ^  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

'  Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs,  or  any  fiich 

*  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

*  Rant.  My  lord  Conftable,  the  armour  that  I  faw  in  your 

*  tent  to-night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs  upon  it  ? 

*  Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

*  Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  1  liope. 

*  Con.  And  yet  my  sky  fhall  not  want. 

*  Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fiiperfluoufly,  and 
'  'twere  more  honour  fome  were  away. 

'  Con.  Ev'n  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who  would  trot 
'  as  well  were  fbme  of  your  brags  difmounted. 

^  Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert.'  Will  it 
never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and  my  way  fhall  be 
paved  with  Engltjh  faces. 

Con. 
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Con,  I  will  not  fay  fb,  for  fear  I  fliould  be  fac*d  out  of  my 
way ;  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would  fain  be  about 
the  ears  of  the  EngUJlo, 

Ram,  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  Engl'tfo 
prifoners  ? 

Con.  You  muft  firft  go  your  felf  to  hazard  ere  you  have  them. 
Dau.  'Tis  mid-night,  I'll  go  arm  my  felf.  \_Ex'tt, 
OrL  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 
Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Engl'tjh. 
Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

'  Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady  he's  a  gallant  Prince. 
*  Con,  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  (he  may  tread  out  the  oath. 
OrL  He  is  fimply  the  moil  adive  gentleman  of  France, 
Con.  Doing  is  adtivity,  and  he  will  ftill  be  doing. 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm  that  I  heard  of 
Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow  j  he  will  keep  that  good 
name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than  you. 
Orl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry  he  told  me  fo  himlelf,  and  he  faid  he  cafd  not 
who  knew  it.  * 

*  who  knew  it. 

'  Orl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

'  Con.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is  j  never  any  body  faw  it  but  his  lacquey  j  'tis 
*  a  hooded  valour,  and  when  it  appears  it  will  abate. 
Orl.  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with,  1'here  is  flattery  in  friendjhip. 
Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Gi've  the  Devil  his  due. 
Con.  Well  plac'd  >  there  ftands  your  friend  for  the  devil  >  have  at  the  very  eye 
of  that  proverb  with,  A  pox  of  the  devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much  a  fool's  bolt  is  foon  fhot. 
Con.  You  have  Ihot  over. 
Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  over-ihot. 
S  C  E  N  E  
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SCENE  X. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  EngUJh  lye  within  fif- 
teen hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 

Con.  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground  ? 
MeJf,  The  lord  Grandpree, 

Con.  A  valiant  and  moil  expert  gentleman.  Would  it  were 
day !  Alas  poor  Harry  of  Englanc/,  he  longs  not  for  the  dawn- 
ing as  we  do. 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  peevifti  fellow  is  this  King  of  En- 
glan^I,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  Co  far  out  of  his 
knowledge  ? 

Con.  If  the  Englijh  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would  run 
away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack for  if  their  heads  had  any  intelled:ual 
armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy  head-pieces. 

Ram.  That  Ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  creatures ; 
their  maftiffs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

Orl.  Foolifh  curs  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of  a  RuJJian 
Bear,  and  have  their  heads  crufh'd  like  rotten  apples.  You  may 
as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  Flea  that  dares  eat  his  breakfafl:  on 
the  lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  Juft,  juft,-  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with  the  ma- 
ftifFs  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their  wits  with 
their  wives  j  and  then  give  them  great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron 
and  fteel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

Orl.  Ay  j  but  the/e  En^ijh  are  fhrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  fhall  we  find  to-morrow  they  have  only  ftomachs 
to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm ;  come,  fhall 
we  about  it? 

Orl.  'Tis  two  a  clock ;  but  ( let  me  fee)  by  ten 
We  fhall  have  each  a  hundred  Engl't/hmen*  \Exemf. 

ACT 
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A  C  T  IV.   SCENE  1. 

AGINCOURT. 

Enter  Chorus. 

OW  entertain  conjedure  of  a  time. 
When  creeping  murmur  and  the  poring  dark 
Fills  the  wide  veffel  of  the  univerfe. 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of 
night. 

The  hum  of  either  army  ftilly  founds. 
That  the  fixt  centinels  almoft  receive 
The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other's  watch. 
Fire  anfwers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battel  fees  the  other's  umber'd  face. 
Steed  threatens  fteed,  in  high  and  boaftful  neighs 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear  j  and  from  the  tents. 
The  armourers  accomplifhing  the  knights. 
With  bufie  hammers  clofing  rivets  up. 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll ; 
And  (the  third  hour  of  droufie  morning  nam'd) 
Proud  of  their  numbers  and  fecure  in  foul. 
The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 
Do  the  low-rated  EngUJh  play  at  dice  ,• 
And  chide  the  criple-tardy-gated  night, 
Who  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch  does  limp 
So  tedioufly.    The  poor  condemned  EngUJhy  ' 
Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
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The  morning's  danger :  and  their  gefture  fad, 

Invefting  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-worn  coats, 

Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  horrid  ghofts.    Who  now  beholds 

The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent. 

Let  him  cry,  praife  and  glory  on  his  head! 

For  forth  he  goes  and  vifits  all  his  hoft. 

Bids  them  good-morrow  with  a  modefl:  fmile, 

And  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him ; 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night : 

But  frefhly  looks  and  over-beai-s  attaint. 

With  chearful  femblance  aad  fweet  majefty  : 

That  ev'ry  wretch  pining  and  pale  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks,. 

A  largels  univerfal  like  the  fun 

His  lib'ral  eye  doth  give  to  ev'ry  one, 

Thawing  cold  fear    that  mean  and  gentle  all 

Behold,  (as  may  unworthinefs  define) 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night. 

And  fo  our  fcene  muft  to  the  battel  fly : 

Where,  O  for  pity  [  we  fhall  much  difgrace. 

With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils 

(Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) 

The  name  of  Agmcourt.    Yet  fit  and  fee. 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mock'ries  be.  \Exit^ 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Kmg  Henry,  Bedford  and  GJoucefler. 
K.  Henry,  Glo'Jiery  'tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger. 
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The  greater  therefore  (hould  our  courage  be. 
Good-morrow  brother  Bedford:  God  Almighty  f 
There  is  fome  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers. 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  husbandry, 
Befides  they  are  our  outward  confciences, 
And  preachers  to  us  all  admonifhing 
That  we  fhould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Good-morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpmgham: 
A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlifh  turf  of  France. 

Erp'mg.  Not  fo  my  Liege,  this  lodging  Hkes  me  better, 
Since  I  may  fay,  now  lye  I  Hke  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent  pain 
Upon  example ;  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed : 
And  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt 
The  organs,  though  defund:  and  dead  before. 
Break  up  their  drowfie  grave,  and  newly  move 
With  cafted  flough  and  frefli  celerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak.  Sir  Thomas :  brothers  both, 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  camp : 
Do  my  good-morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  them  all  to  my  pavillion. 

Gku.  We  {hall,  my  Liege. 

Erp'mg.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace? 

K.  Henry.  No,  my  good  knight. 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England: 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  a  while. 

And 
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And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erping.  The  Lord  in  heaven  bkfs  thee,  noble  Harr^, 

\Eoceunf, 

K.  Henry,  God-a-mercy  old  heart,  thou  fpeak'fl:  chearfiiUy. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  PiftoL 

Ptfi,  ^'t  va  la? 

K.  Henry,  A  friend. 

Pifi,  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  olGcer, 
Or  art  thou  bafe,  common  and  popular  ? 

K.  Henry,  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Fiji,  Trail'ft  thou  the  puiffant  pike  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ev'n  fo :  what  are  you  ? 

Pijl.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 

K.  Henry,  Then  you  are  i  better  than  the  K^ing. 

Pifl.  The  King's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame, 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moft  valiant : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  fhooe,  and  from  my  heart-firing 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name? 

K.  Henry.  Harry  le  Roy, 

Ptfi.  Le  Roy  !  a  Cormjh  name :  art  thou  of  Cormjh  crew  ? 
K.  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Weljhman, 
P  'lfi,  Know'ft  thou  Fluellen  7 
K.  Henry.  Yes. 

Pijl.  Tell  him  111  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate 
Upon  St.  David's  day. 

K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that 
day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Ptfl.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Henry.  And  his  kinfman  too. 

P'tfi, 
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Pi/I.  The  Figo  for  thee  then. 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you. 

Pift.  My  name  is  Ptjiol  call'd.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenels. 

[Manet  King  Henry. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen. 

Flu.  So  ;  in  the  name  of  Jefu  Chrift:  fpeak  fewer :  it  is  the 
greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  world,  when  the  true  and 
auncient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is  not  kept :  if  you 
would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the  wars  of  Pompey  the 
great,  you  fhall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  tad- 
die  nor  pibble  babble  in  Pompey's  camp :  I  warrant  you,  you 
fliall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the 
forms  of  it,  and  the  fobrieties  of  it,  and  the  modefty  of  it  to  be 
otherwife. 

Gow.  Why  the  enemy  is  loud,  you  hear  him  all  night. 

Flu,  If  the  enemy  is  an  Als  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  cox- 
comb, is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  fhould  alfo,  look  you,  be 
an  Als  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb  ?  in  your  own  con- 
fcience  now? 

Gow.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will.  [Exeunt. 
K.  Henry.  Tho'  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fafliion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Weljhnmn. 

SCENE  IV. 

Pmer  three  foldkrSy  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and 

Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates ^  is  not  that  the  morning  which  breaks 
yonder  ? 

Bates, 
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Bates,  I  think  it  be,  but  we  have  no  great  cau/e  to  defire  the 
approach  of  day. 

Wdlmms.  V/e  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but  I 
think  we  fhall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.    Who  goes  there? 

K.  Heyiyy.  A  friend. 

WdL  Under  what  captain  ferve  you  ? 

K.  Henry.  Under  Sir  John  Erp'mgham, 

Will.  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  rnofl  kind  gentleman : 
I  pray  you  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 

K.  Henry.  Even  as  men  wrack'd  upon  a  fand,  that  look  to 
be  wafh'd  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  No  nor  is  it  meet  he  fhould ;  for  though  I  Ipeak 
it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  man  as  I  am :  the  Violet 
fmells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  the  element  fhews  to  him  as  it 
doth  to  me,-  all  his  fenfes  have  but  human  conditions.  His  ce- 
remonies laid  by,  in  his  nakednefs  he  appears  but  a  man ;  and 
tho'  his  affedtions  are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they 
iloop,  they  ftoop  with  the  hke  wingj  therefore  when  he  fees  rea- 
fon  of  fears  as  we  do,  his  fears  out  of  doubt  be  of  the  fame  reli(h 
as  ours  are  ,•  yet  in  reafon  no  man  fhould  pofTefs  him  with  any  ap- 
pearance of  fear,  left  he,  by  (hewing  it,  fhould  difhearten  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  fhew  what  outward  courage  he  will;  but  I  be- 
lieve,'as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifh  himfelf  in  th.e.Thames 
up  to  the  neck;  and  fo  I  would  he  were,  and  I  by  him  at  all 
adventures,  fo  we  were  (]uit  here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience  of  the 
King ;  I  think  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where  but  where 
he  is. 

Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone  ^  fo  fhould  he  be  fure 
to  be  ranfomed,  and  many  poor  mens  lives  faved. 

K.  Henry.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wifli  him 
here  alone ;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feci  other  mens  minds. 

Methinks 
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Methinks  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo  contented  as  in  the  King's 
company ;  his  caufe  being  jiift,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 
IVil.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fhould  feek  after,  for  we  know 
enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  fiibjeds :  if  his  caufe  be 
wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  King  wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Wfl.  But  if  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  King  himfelf  hath  a 
heavy  reckoning  to  make  ,•  when  all  thofe  legs  and  arms  and 
heads  chop'd  off  in  a  battel  fhall  join  together  at  the  latter  day, 
and  cry  all  We  d  at  fuch  a  place fome  fwearing,  fome  cry- 
ing for  a  furgeon  \  fome  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them ; 
fome  upon  the  debts  they  owe  j  fome  upon  their  children  rawly 
left.  I  am  afear'd  there  are  few  die  well  that  die  in  battel ;  for 
how  can  they  charitably  difpofe  of  any  thing  when  blood  is  their 
argument  ?  now  if  thefe  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black 
matter  for  the  King  that  led  them  to  it,  whom  to  difobey  were 
againft  all  proportion  of  fubje(5lion. 

K.  Henry.  So  if  a  fbn  that  is  fent  by  his  father  about  mer- 
chandize, do  'fall  into  fome  lewd  adion  and  mifcarry,  the  im- 
putation of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule,  {hould  be  impofed  upon 
his  father  that  fent  him ;  or  if  a  fervant  under  his  matter's  com- 
mand tranfporting  a  (urn  of  mony,  be  affail'd  by  robbers,  and 
die  in  many  irreconcil'd  iniquities,  you  may  call  the  bufineJfs  of 
the  mafter  the  author  of  the  fervant's  damnation ;  but  this  is  not 
fo :  the  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of 
his  foldiers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  mafter  of  his  fervant  , 
for  they  purpofe  not  their  death  when  they  crave  their  lervices. 
Befides  there  is  no  King,  be  his  caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come 
to  the  arbitrement  of  fwords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unlpotted 
foldiers :  fome  peradventure  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  premedi- 
tated and  contrived  murther  j  fome  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the 
broken  feals  of  perjury;  fome  making  the  wars  their  bulwark, 
that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bofom  of  peace  with  pillage 

Vol.  III.  M  m  m  and 

^  fmf ally  mifcarry  upon  the  fe a.  ^purpofe. 
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and  robbery.  Now  if  thefe  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and 
out-run  native  punifliment  j  though  they  can  out-ftrip  men,  they 
have- no  wings  to  fly  from  God,  War  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his 
vengeance fo  that  here  men  are  punifh'd  for  ^  former  breach 
of  the  King's  laws  in  the  King's  quarrel  now :  where  they  feared 
the  death,  they  have  born  life  away,  and  where  they  would  be 
fafe,  they  perifli.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is  the 
King  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of 
thofe  impieties  for  which  they  are  now  vifited.  Every  lubjed's 
duty  is  the  King's,  but  every  fubjed's  foul  is  his  own.  There- 
fore fhould  every  foldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every  fick  man  in  his 
bed,  wafli  every  moth  out  of  his  confcience :  and  dying  fo,  death 
is  to  him  advantage  j  or  not  dying,  the  time  was  ^  well  fpent 
wherein  (lich  preparation  was  gained :  and  in  him  that  efcapes 
it  were  not  fin  to  think,  that  making  God  fo  free  an  offer,  he 
let  him  out-live  that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs,  and  to  teach  others 
how  they  fhould  prepare. 

fViL  'Tis  certain  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is  upon  his 
own  head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fliould  anfwer  for  me,  and  yet  I  de- 
termine to  fight  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  my  felf  heard  the  King  fay  he  would  not  be 
ranfom'd. 

fVtl.  Ay  he  faid  fo  to  make  us  fight  chearfiilly ;  but  when  our 
throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  we  ne'er  the  wifer. 

K.  Henry.  If  1  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his  word  after. 

fVil.  You  pay  him  then  ,*  that's  a  perilous  fhot  out  of  an  El- 
der-gun, that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  do  againft  a 
monarch !  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the  fun  to  ice,  with 
fanning  in  his  face  with  a  Peacock's  feather :  you'll  never  truft 
his  word  after !  come,  'tis  a  foolifh  faying. 

K.  Henry.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round,  I  fhould  be 
angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient, 

"  before.  ^  hkfedly  loji.  j| 
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M'^tl.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

fV'tl  How  fhall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it  in 
my  bonnet :  then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknowledge  it,  I  will  make 
it  my  quarrel. 

Wd.  Here's  my  glove ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Henry.  There. 

IVd.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  cap  j  if  ever  thou  come  to 
me  and  fay  after  to-morrow,  this  is  my  glove;  by  this  hand 
I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Wtl.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Well  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the  King's 
company. 

W'd.  Keep  thy  word :  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  EngUJh  fools,  be  friends,-  we  have 
French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 

[Exeunt  fold'ters, 

S  C  E  N  E   V.  * 

t  K.  Henry.  Upon  the  King !  let  us  our  lives,  our  fouls. 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children  and 
Our  fins,  lay  on  the  King  j  he  muft  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition,  and  twin-born  with  greatneJfs, 
Subject  to  breath  of  ev'ry  fool,  whofe  fenfe 
No  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing. 
What  infinite  heart-eafe  muft  Kings  negle£t, 

*  S  C  E  N  E  V. 

K.  Henry.  Indeed  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French  croWns  to  one,  they  will 
beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  on  their  fhoulders  j  but  it  is  no  Englijh  treafon  to 
■cut  French  crowns,  and  to-morrow  the  King  himfelf  will  be  a  clipper. 
Upon  the  King !  


•\  This  beautiful  Speech  'was  added  after  the  firfl  editions. 

M  m  m  z 
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That  private  men  enjoy  ?  and  what  have  Kings 
That  privates  have  not  too,  fave  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  God  art  thou  ?  that  fuffer'ft  more 
Of  mortal  griefs  than  do  thy  worfliippers. 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  ? 
O  ceremony,  fhew  me  but  thy  worth : 
What !  is  thy  foul  of  adoration  ? 
Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  place,  degree  and  form, 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  fear'd. 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fweet, 
But  poifon'd  flatt'ry  ?  O  be  fick,  great  greatneft, 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 
Think'ft  thou  the  fiery  feaver  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 
Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 
Can'fl  thou,  when  thou  command'ft  the  beggar's  knee> 
Command  the  health  of  it  ?  no,  thou  proud  dream. 
Thou  play'ft  fo  fubtly  with  a  King's  repofe, 
I  am  a  King  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fcepter  and  the  ball. 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial. 
The  enter-tiffued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 
The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  King, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fhoar  of  this  world  ,• 
No,  not  all  thefe  thrice-gorgeous  ceremonies, 
Not  all  thefe  laid  in  bed- majeftical. 
Can  fleep  fo  foundly ;  as  the  wretched  flave. 
Who  with  a  body  fiU'd,  and  vacant  mind. 
Gets  him  toreft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsfiil  bread. 

Never 
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Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell : 

But  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus    and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elyfmm ;  next  day  after  dawn 

Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe ; 

And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  : 

And  (but  for  ceremony)  luch  a  wretch. 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep. 

Hath  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King : 

The  flave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace. 

Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  brain  Httle  wots 

What  watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace  j 

Whofe  hours  the  peafant  beft  advantages. 

SCENE  vi. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp,  My  lord,  your  nobles  jealous  of  your  abfence^ 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Henry,  Good  old  Knight 
Colled  them  all  together  at  my  tent  i 
ril  be  before  thee. 

Erp,  I  (hall  do't,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry,  O  God  of  battels !  fteel  my  foldiers  hearts, 
Poflefs  them  not  with  fear :  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reck'ning  of  th'  oppofed  numbers 
Which  ftand  before  them.    Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compaffing  the  crown. 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new. 

And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  iflu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 

Five 
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Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a-day  their  withered  hands  hold  up 
Tow'rd  heaven  to  pardon  blood :  and  I  have  built 
Two  chauntries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  priefts 
Sing  ftill  for  Richard's  foul.    More  will  I  do  j 
Tho'  all  that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth. 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glou.  My  Liege. 

K.  Henry,  My  brother  Glo'fier's  voice  ? 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee : 

The  day,  my  friend,  and  all  things  ftay  for  me,  [Exeunf. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  the  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures  and  Beaumont. 

Orl.  The  fun  doth  gild  our  armour,  up  my  lords.  * 
Con,  To  horfe  you  gallant  Princes,  ftrait  to  horfe. 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  ftarved  band, 

*  up  my  lords. 

Dau.  Monte  Cheval:  my  horfe,  "jalet  laequay :  ha! 

Orl.  O  brave  fpirit ! 

Dau.  Voter  les  cieux  £j?  la  terre. 

Orl.  Rien  puis  le  air  ^  feu. 

Dau.  Cien,  Coufin  Orleans. 

JEnter  Conjlable. 

Now  my  lord  Conftable ! 

Con.  Hark  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  fervice  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them  and  make  incifion  in  their  hides. 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Englijh  eyes. 
And  daunt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage :  ha ! 

Ram.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  Horfes  blood? 
How  fhall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Enter  Me£enger. 

Mef.  The  Englijh  are  embattell'd,  you  French  Peers. 
Con.  To  horfe  
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And  your  fair  fhew  fliall  fuck  away  their  fouls. 

Leaving  them  but  the  fhales  and  husks  of  men. 

There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands. 

Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins 

To  give  each  naked  cuttlc-ax  a  ftain. 

That  our  French  gallants  {hall  to-day  draw  out. 

And  fheath  for  lack  of  fport.    Let's  but  blow  on  them. 

The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them. 

'Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  exception,  lords. 

That  our  (iiperfluous  lacqueys  and  our  peafants. 

Who  in  unnecefTary  adion  fwarm 

About  our  fquares  of  battel,  were  enow 

To  purge  this  field  of  flich  a  hilding  foe  ,• 

Tho'  we  upon  this  mountain's  bafis  by 

Took  ftand  for  idle  fpeculation ; 

But  that  our  honours  muft  not.    What's  to  fay  ? 

A  very  little,  little,  let  us  do 

And  all  is  done.  Then  let  the  trumpets  found 

The  tucket  fbnuance,  and  the  note  to  mount : 

For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  field. 

That  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

Enter  Grandpree. 

Grand.  Why  do  you  flay  fb  long,  my  lords  of  France  ? 
^  Yon  Ifland  carrions,  defp'rate  of  their  bones, 
^  lU-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field: 
'  Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 

*  And  our  air  fhakes  them  paffing  fcornfiilly. 

^  Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  hoft, 
'  And  faintly  through  a  rufty  bever  peeps. 
'  The  horfemen  fit  like  fixed  candleflicks, 

*  With  torch-ftaves  in  their  hand  •  and  their  poor  jades 

*  Lob  down  their  heads,  drooping  the  liide  and  hips : 
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The  gum  down  roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes ; 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  f  jymold  bitt 
Lyes  foul  with  chaw'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionle/s; 
And  their  executors  the  knavifli  Crows 
Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcription  cannot  liiit  it  felf  in  words. 
To  demonilrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle. 
In  life  fb  livelefs  as  it  fhews  it  felf. 

Con,  They've  faid  their  prayers,  and  they  ftay  for  death. 

Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners  and  frefh  futes. 
And  give  their  fafting  Horfes  provender. 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con,  I  ftay  but  for  my  guard :  on  to  the  field  ^ 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.    Come,  come'  away, 
The  fiin  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.  \Exeum, 


SCENE  VIIL 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham  with  all  the 
Hoftj  Salisbury  and  Weftmorland. 

Glou,  XTTZHERE  is  the  King  ? 

V  V       Bed,  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their 
battel. 

Wefi,  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore  thoufand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one,  befides  they  are  all  frefh. 

Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  us,  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you  Princes  all  ^  I'll  to  my  charge. 
If  we  no  more  meet  'till  we  meet  in  heav'n. 
Then  joyfully  my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  lord  Glofier,  and  my  good  lord  Exeter^ 
And  my  kind  kinfman,  warriors  all,  adieu ! 

Bed, 

"j-  Jymold,  or  rather  gimmald,  ivhkh  Jignifies  a  ring  of  two  rounds.  Gemellus,  Sk. 
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Bed,  Farewel,  good  Salisbury ,  and  good  luck  go  with  thee  : 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it. 
For  thou  art  ^  made  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

Exe.  Farewel,  kind  lord :  fight  vaUantly  to-day.  Sal. 

Bed,  He  is  as  full  of  valour  as  of  kindnefs. 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

fVefl,  O  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England 
That  do  no  work  to-day. 

K.  Henry.  What's  he  that  wifhes  fo  ? 
My  coufin  fVefimorland?  no  my  fair  coufin, 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  lofs  ^  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  fliare  of  honour. 
God's  will!  I  pray  thee  wifh  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold. 
Nor  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft ; 
It  yerns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear  j 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires  : 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  alive. 
No  faith,  my  lord,  wifh  not  a  man  from  England: 
God's  peace,  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  honour 
As  one  man  more  methinks  would  fhare  from  me. 
For  the  beft  hopes  I  have.    Don't  wifh  one  more: 
Rather  proclaim  it  [fVefimorland)  through  my  hofl:, 
That  he  which  hath  no  flomach  to  this  fight. 
Let  him  depart,  his  pafsport  fhall  be  made. 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfe  : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company 
That  fears  his  fellowihip  to  die  with  us. 

Vol.  III.  N  nn  Tf.is 
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This  day  is  call'd  the  feaft  of  Crifjptan: 

He  that  out-Hves  this  day  and  comes  fafe  home. 

Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd. 

And  rouze  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian  : 

He  that  {hall  ^live  this  day,  and  fee  old  age, 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feaft  his  neighbours. 

And  fay  to-morrow  is  Saint  Cr  't/p'uin: 

Then  will  he  ftrip  his  fleeve  and  fliew  his  fears : 

Old  men  forget,-  ^yet  fhall  not  all  forget. 

But  they'll  remember  with  advantages 

What  feats  they  did  that  day.    Then  fhall  our  names. 

Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houfhold  words, 

Harry  the  King,  Bedford,  and  Exeter, 

Warwick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gk^fler, 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  frefhly  rcmember'd. 

This  ftory  lhall  the  good  man  teach  his  fbn  : 

And  Cr'tfp'me  Crlfp'tan  fhall  ne'er  go  by 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 

But  we  in  it  fhall  be  remembered ; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers : 

For  he  to-day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me 

Shall  be  my  brother  ,•  be  he  ne'er  fb  vile. 

This  day  {hall  gentle  his  condition. 

And  gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed 

Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd  they  were  not  here^ 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  (peaks 

That  fought  with  i3»  upon  St.  Cr'tfpian^s  day. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

SaL  My  {bv'rergn  lord,  beftow  your  feff  with  l|>ee^ 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battels  fet. 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fb. 

this  day-y  and  live  old  «  yet  all  Jhall  not  he  forgot^ 

■  But  he'll  remember' 
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IVefi.  Perifli  the  man  whofe  mind  is  backward  now. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  not  wifh  more  help  from  Englandy  coufin  ? 

IVefi.  God's  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  royal  battel. 

K.  Henry,  Why  now  thou  haft  unwifli'd  five  thoufand  men : 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wifh  us  one. 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all. 

SCENE  IX. 

A  Tncket  founds.    Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  King  Harry y 
If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  thy  moft  affured  overthrow : 
For  certainly  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf. 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.    Thus  in  mercy, 
The  Conftable  defires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance  j  that  their  fouls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  thefe  fields  ^  where,  wretches,  their  poor  bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mount.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee  bear  my  former  anfwer  back. 
Bid  them  atchieve  me  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God!  why  fhould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus?- 
The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  Lion's  skin 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
And  many  of  our  bodies  fhall,  no  doubt. 
Find  native  graves  5  upon  the  which,  I  truft. 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France^ 
Dying  like  men,  tho'  buried  in  your  dunghils, 

N  n  n  2  They 
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They  fliall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  fun  fhall  greet  them. 

And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heav'n. 

Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  dime, 

The  fmell  whereof  fhall  breed  a  plague  in  France.  * 

Let  me  fpeak  proudly    tell  the  Conftablc, 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day  ,• 

Our  gaynels  and  our  gilt  are  all  be-fmirch'd 

With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 

There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hofl 

Good  argument  I  hope  we  will  not  fly : 

And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry. 

But,  by  the  mals,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim : 

And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 

They'll  be  in  frefher  robes,  or  they  will  pluck 

The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers  heads. 

And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  do, 

(As  if  God  pleafe  they  fhall)  my  ranfom  then 

Will  foon  be  levy'd.    Herald,  fave  thy  labour. 

Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom,  gentle  herald. 

They  fhall  have  none  I  fwear  but  thefe  my  joints : 

Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them. 

Shall  leave  them  little,  tell  the  Conflable. 

Mon.  I  fhall,  King  Harry:  and  fo  fare  thee  well. 
Thou  never  fhalt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Extt^ 

Enter  York. 

TorL  My  lord,  mofl  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  Tork.  Now  foldiers  march  away. 
And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day.  [Exeunt, 

a  pl-Aguc  in  France. 


Mark  then  abounding  valour  in  our  Englijh : 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullets  erafing, 
Break  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly  >  ^c. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  X. 

Alarm^  Excurfions.    Enter  Piftol,  French  fold'ter  and  Boy. 

Pz/.^T'IELD,  cur. 

X.    Fr.  Sol.  Je  penfe  que  vous  ejles  le  genttlhomme  de  honne 
qualtte. 

Ptjl.  Quality  calmy  cufture  me,  art  thou  a  gentleman  ?  what 
is  thy  name?  difcufs. 

Fr.  Sol.  0  Seigneur  Dteu/ 

Ptfi.  O  Signieur  Dewe  fliould  be  a  gentleman : 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark ; 
O  Signieur  Dewe,  thou  dieft  on  point  of  fox. 
Except,  O  Signeur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfom. 

Fr.  Sol.  0  prennez  m'tfertcorde y  ayez  p  'lUe  de  moy, 

Ptfl.  Moy  fhall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  moys ;  for  I  will 
fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  throat,  in  drops  of  crimfon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  Eft-d  impojfible  d'  efchapper  la  force  de  ton  bras? 

Ptft.  Brafs,  cur? 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  Goat,  offer'ft  me  brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.  0  pardonnez  moy, 

Ptfi.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ? 
Come  hither.  Boy,  ask  me  this  flave  in  French^ 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Efioute,  comment  eftes  vous  appelU  7 

Fr.  Sol.  Monfteur  le  Per. 

Boy.  He  fays  his  name  is  Mr.  Per. 

Ptfi.  Mr.  Per  /  I'll  fer  him  and  ferk  him,  and  ferret  him : 
difculs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and  ferL 
Ptfi,  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr. 
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Fr.  Sol.        d'tt-'tly  Monfieurl 

Boy.  11  me  commande  de  npus  dtre  que  vous  vous  teniez  prefix 
car  ce  foldat  icy  efi  difpofee  tout  a  cette  heure  de  couper  vofire  gorge. 

Pifi.  Owy,  cuppelle  gorge  parmafoy  pefant,  unlefs  thou  give 
me  crowns,  brave  crowns :  or  mangled  flialt  thou  be  by  this  my 
fword. 

Fr.  Sol.  0  je  vous  fupplk  pour  r amour  de  Dieu,  me  pardonner^ 
je  fu'ts  genttlhome  de  bonne  maifon,  garde  ma  vte^  &  je  vous  don- 
neray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Pift,  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  gentleman  of  a 
good  houfe,  and  for  his  ranfom  he  will  give  you  two  hundred 
crowns. 

Pifl,  Tell  him  my  fury  ftiall  abate^,  and  I  the  crowns  will 
^take.  ' 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  Monfieur  que  dit-ill 

Boy.  Encore  qtid  efi  contre  fin  jurement^  de  pardonner  aucun 
frtfrnmer :  neantmolm  pour  les  efcus  que  vous  l^ay  promettez^  d  efi 
content  de  vous  donner  la  Itberte  de  franchife, 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genoux  je  vous  donne  mdles  remerciemensy  & 
je  me  efltme  heureux  que  je  futs  tomhe  entre  les  mains  d'un  Cheva- 
lier y  je  penfsy  le  plus  bro^y  valianty  (sf  tres  efiimee  Signeur 
d'Angleterre. 

Pifi.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thouiand  thanks,  and 
efleems  himfelf  happy,  that  he  hath  fall'n  into  the  hands  of 
one  as  he  thinks  the  moft  brave,  valorous,  and  thrice-worthy 
Signeur  of  England. 

Pifi.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  fliew. 
Follow  me,  cur.  , 

Boy.  Suivez  le  grand  capitain.  \Ex,  Pift.  and  Fr.  Sal. 

I  did  never  know  fb  woful  a  voice  i/Tue  from  fo  empty  a  heart  ; 
but  the  fong  is  true,  The  empty  veffel  makes  the  greateft  found. 

Bardolph 


King  Henrv  V,  47f 

Bardolph  and  Ntm  had  ten  times  more  valour  than  this  roaring 
devil  i'th'  old  play,  every  one  may  pair  his  nails  with  a 
voodcn  dagger :  yet  they  are  both  hang'd,  and  fo  would  this 
be  if  he  durft  fteal  any  thing  advent'roufly.  I  muft  ftay  with 
the  lacqueys  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp,  the  French  might 
have  a  good  prey  of  us  if  he  knew  of  it,  for  there  is  none  to 
guard  k  hot  boys.  \Extt^ 


S  C  E  N  E  XI. 

Ejaer  Conftablc,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin  ^f/^  Rambures. 

Con,r^  Utahlet 

Orh  0  S'tgneur/  le  jour  eft  perdu ,  toute  eft  perdu, 
Dau.  Mort  de  ma  vte^  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlafting  fliame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.  \A Jldort  alarm* 
0  mefchante  fortune^  do  not  run  away. 

Con,  Why  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau,  O  perdurable  fhame,  let's  ftab  our  felves : 
Be  thefe  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 

Orl.  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

Bour,  Shame  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  fliame  f 
The  man  that  will  not  follow  Bourhon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  \x%  hand 
Like  a  bafe  pander  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  flave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  faireft  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  ipoil'd  us,  friend  us  now  | 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl,  We  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  field 
To  (mother  up  the  Englijh  in  our  throngs. 

If 


4/2  King  Henry  V: 

If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour,  The  devil  take  order  now.  Til  to  the  throng ; 
Let  hfe  be  fliort,  elfe  fhame  will  be  too  long.  \Exemt, 

SCENE  XII. 

y^arum.    Enter  the  Kmg  and  hh  tratn^  with  prifoners, 

K.  /i/mry.T  Tf  7 ELL  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  country- 

V  V  men. 
But  all's  not  done,  the  French  yet  keep  the  field. 

Exe.  The  Duke  o^Tork  commends  him  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry,  Lives  he,  good  uncle  ?  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  faw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting : 
From  helmet  to  the  Ipur  all  ^bleeding  o'er. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  foldicr,  doth  he  lye 
Larding  the  plain  ^  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lyes. 
Suffolk  firfi:  dy'd,  and  Tork  all  haggled  ever 
Comes  to  him  where  in  gore  he  lay  infteep'd, 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard,  kilTes  the  gafhes 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face. 
And  cries  aloud,  tarry  my  coufin  Suffolk, 
My  (bul  {hall  thine  keep  company  to  heav'n : 
Tarry,  fweet  foul,  for  mine,  then  fly  a-breaft; 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry. 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came  and  cheer'd  him  up ; 
He  fmil'd  me  in  the  face,  gave  me  his  hand. 
And  with  a  feeble  gripe  fays,  dear  my  lord. 
Commend  my  fervice,  to  my  Soveraign ; 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 

He 

*  blood  hef  'was. 
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He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kift  his  hps. 

And  fb  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feal'd 

A  teftament  of  noble-ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftop'd, 

But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K,  Henr^.  I  blame  you  not ; 
For  hearing  this  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  mixtful  eyes,  or  they  will  iffue  too.  [Alarum* 
But  hark,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? 
The  French  have  re-inforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men : 
Then  every  foldier  kill  his  prifbners. 

Give  the  word  through.  [Exemt, 

t  S  C  E  N  E  XIII. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage !  'tis  exprefly  againft  the 
law  of  arms ;  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery,  mark  you  now, 
as  can  be  *  defir'd  in  your  confcience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Gow.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left:  alive ,  and  the  cow- 
ardly rafcals  that  ran  away  from  the  battel  ha'  done  this  flaughter  : 
befi^es  they  have  burn'd  or  carried  away  all  that  was  in  the 
King's  tent,  wherefore  the  King  mofl  worthily  hath  caus'd  ev'ry 
foldier  to  cut  his  prifbner's  throat.    O  'tis  a  gallant  King ! 

Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth^  captain  Gower  ^  what  call 
you  the  town's  name  where  Alexander  the  pig,  was  born  ? 

Gow.  Alexander  the  great. 

»  offefd. 

i"  Here  in  the  other  editions  they  begin  the  fourth  viEl^  very  abfurdly^  Jince  both  the 
Place  and  'Time  evidently  continue^  and  the  words  of  Fluellen  immediately  follow  thofe  of 
the  Kingjufi  before. 
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Flu,  why  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  the  pig,  or  the 
great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnanimous,  are  all 
one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafe  is  a  little  variations. 

Gow,  I  think  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in  Macedofiy  his 
father  was  called  Phil'tp  of  Macedon^  as  I  take  it. 

Flu,  I  think  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  \^  porn:  I  tell 
you  captain,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  orld,  I  warrant  that 
you  fall  find  in  the  comparifons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth^ 
that  the  fituations,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in 
Macedon^  there  is  alio  a  river  at  Monmouth :  it  is  called  W'^e  at 
Monmouth y  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains  what  is  the  name  of  the 
other  river ;  but  it  is  all  one^  'tis  as  like  as  my  fingers  to  my 
fingers,  and  there  is  Salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's 
life  well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  13  come  after  it  indifferent 
well,  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander^  God  knows 
and  you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and 
his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  dilpleafiires,  and  his  in- 
dignations j  and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did 
in  his  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  his  beft  friend  Clytus. 

Gow,  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'd  any  of 
his  friends. 

Flu,  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the  tales  out 
of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finilhed.  I  Ipeak  but  in  figures 
and  comparifons  of  it ;  as  Alexander  kill'd  his  friend  Clytus  be- 
ing in  his  ales  and  his  cups  ,•  lb  alfo  Harry  Monmouth  being  in 
his  right  wits  and  his  good  judgments,  turn'd  away  the  fat 
Knight  with  the  great  belly  doublet ;  he  was  fiiU  of  jefts  and  gypes, 
and  knaveries,  and  mocks :  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falflaff, 

Flu,  That  is  he :  I  tell  you  there  is  good  men  porn  at  Mon^ 

mouth. 

-Gow.  Here  comes  his  Majefty. 
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SCENE  XIV. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry  and  Bourbon  with  prtfonerSy  Lords 

and  Attendants,  Flour'tjh, 

K.  Henr^,  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  Francey 
Until  this  inftant.    Take  a  trumpet,  herald. 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field  ,•  they  do  offend  our  fight. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them. 
And  make  them  sker  away,  as  fwift  as  Stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  AJpyrtan  flings : 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have. 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  fliall  take 
Shall  tafte  our  mercy.   Go  and  tell  thew  fo. 

Enter  Mountjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege« 
Glou.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
K.  Henry,  How  now,  what  means  their  herald-^  know' 
thou  not. 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  for  ranfom  ? 

Mount,  No,  great  King  ; 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them : 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  Princes  (woe  the  while) 
Lye  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  ^  while  their  wounded  fteeds 

O  o  o  z  Fr( 

*  and  with.  - 
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Fret  fet-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mafters, 
KiUing  them  twice.    O  give  us  leave,  great  King, 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Henry,  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no. 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mount.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Henry.  Praifed  be  God  and  not  our  ftrength  for  it: 
What  is  this  caftle  call'd  that  (lands  hard  by  ? 

Mount.  They  call  it  Agmcourt. 

K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agmcourty 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Cr  'ifpm  Cr  'tfpmnm. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  pleafe  your 
Majefly,  and  your  great  uncle  Edward  the  plack  Prince  of  Wales ^ 
as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought  a  moft  prave  pattle  here 
in  France. 

K.  Henry.  They  did,  Fluellen, 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true:  if  your  majefties  is  remem- 
ber'd  of  it,  the  Weljhmen  did  good  fervice  in  a  garden  where 
Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their  Monmouth  caps,  which 
your  Majefty  knows  to  this  hour  is  an  honourable  padge  of  the 
fervice;  and  I  do  beHeve  your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear 
the  Leek  upon  St.  Tav'te\  day. 

K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour : 
For  I  am  Weljh  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wafti  your  Majefty's  Weljh 
plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that:  God  plels  andpre- 
ferve  it  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  grace  and  his  majefty  too. 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu,  By  Jeftiu,  I  am  your  Majefty's  countryman,  I  care  not 

who  s 


King  Henry  V.  477 

who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  orld,  I  need  not  to  be 
aftiamed  of  your  Majefty,  praifed  be  God,  fo  long  as  your  Ma- 
jefty  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Henry,  God  keep  me  fo. 

Enter  Williams. 
Our  heralds  go  with  him. 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  ourjparts.    Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

s  .c  E  N  E  XV. 

Exe.  Soldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  King, 
K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  glove  in  thy  cap  ? 
Wd,  And't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one  that  I 
fhould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 
K.  Henry.  An  Engltjhman? 

Wil.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  rafcal  that  fwagger'd  with 
me  laft  night,  who  if  alive,  and  if  ever  he  dare  to  challenge  this 
glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'th'  ear  ^  or  if  I  can  fee 
my  glove  in  his  cap,  which  he  fwore  as  he  was  a  foldier  he 
would  wear^  (if  alive)  I  will  ftrike  it  out  foundly. 

K.  Henry.  What  think  you,  captain  Fluellen^  is  it  fit  this 
Ibldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an't  pleafe  your  Ma- 
jefty in  my  confcience. 

K.  Henry.  It  may  be  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great  fbrt^ 
quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  gentleman  as  the  devil  is,  as 
Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himfelf,  it  is  necelfary,  look  your  grace^ 
that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath:  if  he  be.  perjur'd,  fee  you 
now  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain  and  a  jacklawce,  as  ever 
his  black  fhoe  trod  ;Upon  God's  ground  and  his  earthy  in  my 
confcience  law. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henr^.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  whea  thou  meet'ft 
the  fellow. 

Wth  So  I  will  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Henr<y.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under  ? 

M'^d.  Under  captain  Gower^  my  Liege. 

Flu,  Gower  is  a  good  captain,  and  is  good  knowledge  and 
literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  {bldier. 

Wd.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry.  Here  FluelleUy  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me,  and 
Hick  it  in  thy  cap  ^  when  Alanfon  and  my  felf  were  down  toge- 
ther, I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm;  if  any  man  chal- 
lenge this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alanfon  and  an  enemy  to  our  per- 
fons  J  if  thou  encounter  any  luch,  apprehend  him  if  thou  dofl 
love  me. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours  as  can  be  defir'd 
in  the  hearts  of  his  fubjeds:  I  would  fain  fee  the  man  that  has 
but  two  legs  that  fhall  find  himfelf  agriev'd  at  this  glove  \  that 
is  all ;  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once,  an  pleafe  God  of  his  grace 
that  I  might  fee. 

K.  Henry.  Know'ft  thou  Gower  1 

Fht.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  and  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  Pray  thee  go  feek  him  and  bring  him  to  my  tent. 

Fh.  I  will  fetch  him.  [Ex'tt. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  fVarwkk  and  my  brother  GUjier^ 
Follow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels. 
The  glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour 
May  haply  purchafe  him  a  box  o'th'  ear. 
It  is  the  fol diet's  j  I  by  bargain  fliould 
Wear  it  my  felf  Follow,  good  coufin  Warwick: 
If  that  the  foldier  flrike  him,  as  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word  5 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 

For 
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For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 

And  touched  with  choler  hot  as  gunpowder. 

And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury. 

Follow  and  fee  there  be  not  harm  between  them. 

Come  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt.. 

SCENE  XVI. 

Enter  Gower  and  Williams. 
Wfl.  I  warrant  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu,  God's  will  and  his  pleafiite,  captain,  I  befeech  you  now 
come  apace  to  the  King :  there  is  more  good  toward  you  per* 
adventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream  of. 

fFil.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

/^//.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.  [Strikes  htm. 

Flu.  'Sbud,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any's  in  the  univerfal  world, 
in  France  or  in  England. 

Gower.  How  now.  Sir  ?  you  villain. 

Wd.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gower ^  I  will  give  treafon  his  pay*- 
ment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 
Wil.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  yon  in  his  Majefty's 
name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Ahnfon's, 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloucefter. 

War,  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick^  here  is,  praifed  be  God  for  it,  a 
moft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look  you  as  you  fliall  de- 
lire  in  a  fummer's  day.    Here  is  his  Majefty. 

Enter 

<5 
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Enter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  Liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that,  look 
your  grace,  has  ftruck  the  glove  which  your  Majefty  is  take  out 
of  the  helmet  of  Alanfon. 

WiL  My  Liege,  this  was  my  glove,  here  is  the  fellow  of  it  ; 
and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to  wear  it  in  his 
cap ;  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him  if  he  did  I  met  this  man  with 
my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefty's  manhood, 
what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowfie  knave  it  is  I  hope 
your  Majefty  is  pear  me  'teftimonies,  andwitnefles,  andavouch- 
ments,  that  this  is  the  glove  Alanfon  that  your  Majefty  is  give 
me,  in  your  confcience  now. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier^  look,  here  is  the 
fellow  of  it :  'twas  me  indeed  thou  promifed'ft  to  ftrike,  and  thou 
haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  plcafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for  it,  if 
there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  world. 

K.  Henry.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisfadion  ? 

Wtl.  All  Offences,  my  lord,  come  from  the  heart  j  never  came 
any  from  mine  that  might  offend  your  Majefty. 

K  Henry.  It  was  our  felf  thou  didft  abufc. 

Wd.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  felf,-  you  appear'd  to 
me  but  as  a  common  man  ,•  witnefs  the  night,  your  garments, 
your  lowlinels ;  and  what  your  highnefs  luffer'd  under  that  ftiape, 
I  befeech  you  take  it  for  your  fault  and  not  mine^  for  had  you 
been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence  j  therefore  I  befeech 
your  highnefs  pardon  me. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  uncle  Exeter^  fill  this  glove  with  crowns, 
And  .give  it  to  this  fellow.    Keep  it  fellow, 

'  tejiimony  and  witnefs^  and  will  avouchment. 

And 
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And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap, 

'Till  I  do  challenge  it.    Give  him  the  crowns : 

And  captain  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu,  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle  enough 
in  his  body ;  hold  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you,  and  I  pray  you 
to  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls  and  prabbles,  and  quar- 
rels and  dilfentions,  and  I  warrant  you  it  is  the  better  for  you. 

Wd.  I  will  none  of  your  mony. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  good  will  j  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve  you  to 
mend  your  fhooes  ^  come,  wherefore  fhould  you  be  fb  pafhfiil ;  your 
fhooes  is  not  fb  goodj  'tis  a  good  filling  I  warrant  you,  or  I 
will  change  it. 

SCENE  XVII. 

Enter  Herald, 

K.  Henry,  Are  the  dead  number'^  ? 

Her,  Here  is  the  number  of  the  flaughter'd  French, 

K.  Henry,  What  prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken,  uncle  ? 

Exe.  f  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  King  ,• 
John  Duke  of  Bourhony  and  lord  Bouchiquald : 
Of  other  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  'Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K.  Henry.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thoufand  French 
Slain  in  the  field ,  of  Princes  in  this  number. 
And  Nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix    added  to  thefe. 
Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen. 
Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  which. 
Five  hundred  were  but  yeflerday  dubb'd  Knights ; 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft. 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries : 
The  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  'Squires, 

Vol.  III.  P  p  p  And 

t  fhis  lift  is  copied  from  Hall. 
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And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles  that  lye  dead : 

Charles  Delabreth^  ^^gh  conftable  of  France 

Jaques  of  ChauUon,  admiral  of  France  j 

The  mafter  of  the  crofs-bows,  lord  Ramhures ; 

Great  mafter  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Gukhard  Dauphin  ^ 

John  Duke  of  Alanfon,  Anthony  Duke  of  Brabant 

The  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  j 

And  Edward  Duke  of  Bar :  Of  lufty  Earls, 

Grandpree  and  Roujfte^  Faulconbr  'tdge  and  FoyeSy 

Beaumont  and  Marie,  Vaudemont  and  Lefirale, 

Here  was  a  royal  fellowfhip  of  death ! 

Where  is  the  number  of  our  EngUfh  dead  ? 

Exe.  Edward  the  Duke  of  Tork,  the  Earl  of  Suffolk^ 
Sir  Richard  Ketley,  Davy  Gam  Efquire  j 
None  elfe  of  name  j  and  of  all  other  men. 
But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here! 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone 
Afcribe  we  all.    When,  without  ftratagem. 
But  in  plain  {hock  and  ev'n  play  of  battel^ 
Was  erer  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs 
On  one  part  and  on  th'  other  ?  take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine. 

F^xe.  Tis  wonderful! 

K.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  in  proceffion  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hoft. 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

llu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafeyour  Majefty,  to  tell  how  ma- 
ny is  kill'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  captain  j  but  with  this  acknowledgment. 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu. 
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Flu,  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  good. 

t  K.  Henry,  Do  we  all  holy  rites 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nohh^  and  Te  deum : 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  clay. 
And  then  to  Calais  and  to  England  then. 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men. 
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ACTV.   SCENE  1. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Ouchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  ftory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  •  and  to  fuch  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'  excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things. 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.    Now  we  bear  the  King 
Tow'rd  Calais :  grant  him  there and  there  being  feen. 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  fea :  behold  the  Englijh  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  and  boys, 
Whofe  (bouts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth'd  fea. 
Which  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'ibre  the  King 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way ;  fo  let  him  land. 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black-heath : 
Where  that  his  lords  defire  him  to  have  born 
His  bruifed  helmet  and  his  bended  fword 

P  p  p  2  Before 

■f  "The  King  (fay  the  Croniders)  caufed  the  pfalm  In  exitu  Ifrael  de^^gvpto  ('- 
according  to  the  Vulgate  is  included  the  pfalm  Non  nobis  do  mine,  f^^.)  to  be  fu) 
victory. 
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Before  him  through  the  city  j  he  forbids  it ; 

Being  free  from  vainnefs  and  felf-gloiious  pride : 

Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  oftent, 

Quite  from  himfelf  to  God.    But  now  behold. 

In  the  quick  forge  and  working-houfe  of  thought. 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens. 

The  Mayor  and  all  his  brethren  in  beft  fort, 

Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome^ 

With  the  Plebemns  fwarming  at  their  heels. 

Go  forth  and  fetch  their  conqu'ring  defar  in. 

As  by  a  low,  but  loving  likelihood, 

f  Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Emprefs 

(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fword  j 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit. 

To  welcome  him  ?  much  more  (and  much  more  caufe) 

Did  they  this  Harry.    Now  in  London  place  him. 

As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  of  England'^  flay  at  home  : 

The  Emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France y 

To  order  peace  between  them ;  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  what  ever  chanc'd, 

'Till  Harry's  back  return  again  to  France : 

There  muft  we  bring  him ;  and  my  felf  have  play'd 

The  int'rim,  by  remembring  you  'tis  paft. 

Then  brook  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  ftrait  back  again  to  France,  [Exit, 

i"  'the  Earl  of  Eflex,  in  the  reign  of  ^een  Elizabeth. 
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SCENE  IL 

FRANCE, 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Gi?z4;.lVT  A  Y,  that's  right;  but  why  wear  you  your  Leek  to- 
JL  ^  day  ?  St.  David's  day  is  paft. 
Flu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  wherefore  in  all 
things;  I  will  tell  you  as  a  friend,  captain  Gower ^  the  rafcally, 
fcauld,  beggarly,  lowfie,  pragging  knave  P'tftoly  which  you  and 
your  felf  and  all  the  world  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow 
(look  you  now)  of  no  merits;  he  is  come  to  me  and  prings  mc 
pread  and  fait  yefterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  Leek ; 
it  was  in  a  place  where  I  could  breed  no  contentions  with  him ; 
but  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  'till  I  fee  him  once 
again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 

Enter  Piftol. 

Gow,  Why  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock. 

Flu,  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  his  Turky-cocks. 
God  plelTe  you  aunchient  Ptftol:  you  fcurvy  lowfie  knave,  God 
plelTe  you. 

Ptfi.  Ha !  art  thou  bedlam    doft  thou  thirft,  bafe  Trojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  P areas'  fatal  web  ? 
Hence,  I  am  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  Leek. 

Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  knave,  at  my  de- 
fires  and  my  requefts  and  my  petitions,  to  eat,  look  you,  this 
Leek,  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  and  your  affe^ti-- 
ens  and  your  appetites  and  your  digeftions  does  not  agree  with 
it;  I  would  defire  you  to  eat  it. 

Pifl,  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  all  his  Goats. 

Hu,  There  is  one  Goat  for  you^  [Strikes  him. 

Will 
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Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcald  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 
Pifi.  Bafe  Trojan  thou  {halt  die. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcald  knave,  when  God's  will  is :  I 
will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time  and  eat  your  viduals ; 
come,  there  is  fawce  for  it —  \Strikes  him]  You  call'd  me  yefter- 
day  mountain-Squire,  but  I  will  make  you  to-day  a  Squire  of 
low  degree.  I  pray  you  fall  to ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you 
can  eat  a  leek. 

Gow,  Enough,  captain,  you  have  aftonifli'd  him. 

Flu,  I  fay  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my  leek,  or  I  will 
peat  his  pate  four  days  and  four  nights.  Pite  I  pray  you,  it  is 
good  for  your  green  wound  and  your  ploody  coxcomb. 

Pift.  Muft  Ibite? 

Flu.  Yes  out  of  doubt  and  out  of  queftions  too,  and  ambiguities. 
Pifi.  By  this  leek  I  will  mod  horribly  revenge  ^  I^^^t  and 
fwear  

Flu.  Eat  I  pray  you ;  will  you  have  fome  more  fawce  to  your 
leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear  by. 

Piift.  Quiet  thy  cudgel,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  good  do  you,  fcald  knave,  heartily.  Nay,  pray 
you  throw  none  away,  the  skin  is  good  for  your  proken  cox- 
comb :  when  you  take  occafions  to  fee  leeks  hereafter  I  pray  you 
mock  at  'em,  that's  all. 

P'^fi.  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  Leeks  is  good  5  hold  you,  there  is  a  groat  to  heal 
your  pate. 

Pijl.  Me  a  groat  ? 

Flu.  Yes  verily  and  in  truth  you  fhall  take  it,  or  I  have  ano- 
ther leek  in  my  pocket  which  you  (hall  eat. 

Pffl.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earned  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgels,  you 
fhall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but  cudgels ; 
God  pe  wi'  you  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your  pate.  [Exh. 
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P'ifi,  All  hell  {ball  ftir  for  this. 

Gow.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave:  will 
you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  began  upon  an  honourable 
refped,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy  of  predeceafed  valour, 
and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have 
feen  you  gleeking  and  galling  at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice. 
You  thought,  becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak  Englifl:)  in  the  native 
garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle  an  Engltfh  cudgel;  you 
find  it  otherwife,  and  henceforth  let  a  fV djh  correction  teach 
you  a  good  Enghjh  condition :  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

P'lfi.  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now  ? 
News  have  I  that  my  Dol  is  dead  of  malady  of  Francey 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off : 
Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgell'd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  turn. 
And  fbmething  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand ; 
To  England  will  I  fteal,  and  there  I'll  fteal 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  fears. 

And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  \Exk, 


SCENE  in. 

Enter  at  one  door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Warwick,  and 
other  Lords ;  at  another ^  the  French  King^  ^een  Ifabel,  the 
Z)^^^     Burgundy,  and  other  Y'^qwq}cs., 

K.  Henr^ iry^Q^ZQ.  to  this  meeting  wherefore  we  are  met: 

JL     Unto  our  brother  France ^  and  to  our  filler. 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day  ,•  joy  and  good  wilhes 
To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  coufin  Katharine ; 
And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 
By  whom  this  great  affembly  is  contriv'd. 
We  do  falute  you  Duke  of  Burgmd'y, 

And 
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And  Princes  French  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fr.  Kmg.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Moft  worthy  brother  England^  fairly  met. 
So  are  you  Princes  Engltjh,  every  one. 

Q.  Ifa.  So  happy  be  the  iffue,  brother  Englandy 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes : 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 
A  gain  ft  the  French  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
The  fatal  balls  of  murthering  bafilisks  : 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs  and  quarrels  into  love. 

K.  Henry.  To  cry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  Ifa.  You  EngUJh  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both  on  equal  love 
<jreat  Kings  of  France  and  England.   That  I've  laboured 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours. 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Majefties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview. 
Your  mightineffes  on  both  parts  can  witnels. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  fo  far  prevail'd. 
That  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 
You  have  congreeted  :  let  it  not  difgrace  me. 
If  I  demand  before  this  royal  view 
What  rub  or  what  impediment  there  is. 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births;, 
Should  not  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world 
Oar  fertile  France^  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 
Alas!  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd. 
And  all  her  husbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps. 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
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Her  vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart, 

Unpruned  dies  ,•  her  hedges  even  pleach'd. 

Like  prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair 

Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs :  her  fallow  leas 

The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory 

Doth  root  upon  j  while  that  the  culter  rufts. 

That  fliould  deracinate  fiich  favagery : 

The  even  mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

The  freckled  cowflip,  burner,  and  green  clover. 

Wanting  the  fcythe,  all  uncorredted,  rank. 

Conceives  by  idlenefi,  and  nothing  teems 

But  hateful  docks,  rough  thiftles,  keckfies,  burs^ 

Lofing  both  beauty  and  utility,- 

And  all  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads  and  hedges, 

Defedive  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildnefs. 

Even  fb  our  houfes,  and  our  felves  and  children 

Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn  for  want  of  time. 

The  fciences  that  (hould  become  our  country  ,* 

But  grow  like  favages,  (as  foldiers  will. 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood) 

To  {wearing  and  ftern  looks,  diffus'd  attire. 

And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour 

You  are  affembled  j  and  my  fpeech  intreats 

That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 

Should  not  expel  thefe  inconveniences. 

And  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Henry.  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy y  you  would  the  peac?, 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th' imperfections 
Which  you  bave  cited  ^  you  muft  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands : 
Whole  tenures  and  particular  efFe<5ts  .  ^ 

•  Vol.  III.  (j  You 
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You  have  enfchedul'd  briefly  in  your  hands.  . 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which. as  yet 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.  Henry.  Well  then  j  the  peace 
Which  you  before  fo  urg'd,  lyes  in  his  anfVer^ 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles ;  pkafeth  your  grace 
T'  appoint  fome  6f  your  council  prefently 
To  fit  with  uSj  once  more  witji  betteif  heed 
To  re-fiirvey  them ;  we  will  fiidd/enly 
Pafs  our  accept  and  peremptory  an&er. 

K.  Henry.  Brother,  we  (hall.    Go,  uncle  Exeter^ 
And  brother  Clarence^  brother  Gloucefiery 
JVarwkk       Hmt  'mgtoHy  go  with  the  King ; 
And  take  with  you  free  Pow'r  to  ratifie. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wifdoras  beft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity^ 
And  we'll  confign  thereto.    Will  you,  fair  fifter. 
Go  with  the  Princes,  or  ftay  here  with  us  ? 

Q.  Ifa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them  j 
Haply  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good, 
When  articles  too  nicely  urg'd  be  ftood  on. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  leave  our  coufin  Katharine  here  with  us. 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  Ifa.  She  hath  good  leave.  \Exemt, 

s  c  E  N  E  IV. 

Manent  Ktng  Henry,  Katharine  and  a  Lady* 

K.  Henry.  Fair  Katharine^  moft  fair. 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms^ 

Such 
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Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear. 

And  plead  his  love-fiiit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Kath,  Your  Majefty  fhall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak  your 
England. 

K.  Henry,  O  fair  Katharine^  if  you  will  love  me  (bundly  with 
your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  confefs  it  brokenly 
with  your  Engltjh  tongue.    Do  you  like  me,  Kate  7 

Kath,  Pardonnez  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  Itke  me. 

Henry.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are  like  an 

angel. 

Kath.  ^e  d'tt-'d,  que  je  fun  femhlaUe  a  les  Anges? 
Lady.  Ouy  verament  {^fauf  vofire  grace)  a'mft  St-'d. 
K.  Henry.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Katharine,  and  I  muft  not  blufli 
to  affirm  it. 

Kath.  0  hon  Dieuf  les  langues  des  hommes  font  ple'mes  de 
trompertes.  ■  ' 

K.  Henry.  What  fays  flie,  fair  one  ?  that  tongues  of  men  are 
full  of  deceits  ? 

Lady.  Ouyy  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  deceits : 
dat  is  de  Princes. 

K.  Henry.  The  Princefs  is  the  httttt  Engl'tflj  Woman.  ?  faith 
Katey  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftanding ;  I  am  glad  thou 
can  ft  fpeak  no  better  EngUfh,  for  if  thou  could'ft  thou  would'ft 
find  me  fiich  a  plain  King,  that  thou  would'ft  think  I  had  fold 
my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love, 
but  diredrly  to  fay  I  love  you  ,•  then  if  you  urge  me  further  than 
to  fay,  do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit.  Give  me  your  an- 
fwer,  i'  faith  do,  and  fo  clap  bands  and  a  bargain  j  how  fay  you, 
lady  ? 

Kath.  Saufvoflre  honheury  me  underftand  well. 
K.  Henry.  Marry  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,  or  to  dance 
ibr  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me  5  for  the  one  !  havenei- 

(Xq  q  %  ther 
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ther  words  nor  meafurej  and  for  the  other  I  have  no  ftrength 
in  mealure,  yet  a  reafonable  meafure  in  ftrength.  If  I  could  win 
a  lady  at  leap-frog,  or  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  ar- 
mour  on  my  back^  under  the  corred:ion  of  bragging  be  it  fpo- 
kcn,  I  fliould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for 
my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on  like 
a  butcher,  and  fit  hke  a  jack-an-apes,  never  off.  But  before  God, 
Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly  nor  gafp  out  my  eloquence,  nor 
have  I  cunning  in  proteftation  5  only  downright  oaths,  which  I 
never  ufe  'till  urg'd,  and  never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canft 
love  a  fellow  of  this  temper,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  lun- 
burning  ,•  that  never  looks  in  his  glals  for  love  of  any  thing  he 
fees  there ;  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  Ipeak  plain  foldier  if 
thou  canft  love  me  for  this,  take  me;  if  not,  to  lay  to  thee 
that  I  (hall  die  is  true;  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  lord,  no:  yet 
1  love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  liv'ft  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow 
of  plain  and  uncoined  conftancy,  for  he  perforce  muft  do  thee 
right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places :  for 
thefe  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhime  themfelves  into 
ladies  favours,  they  do  always  reafon  themfelves  out  again.  What  ^ 
a  fpeaker  is  but  a  prater,-  a  rhime  is  but  a  ballad,-  a  good  leg 
will  fall,  a  ftraight  back  will  ftoop,  a  black  beard  will  turn  white, 
a  curl'd  pate  will  grow  bald,  a  fair  face  will  wither,  a  full  eye 
will  wax  hollow ;  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  fian  and  the 
moon  ;  or  rather  the  fiin,  and  not  the  moon;  for  it  fliines  bright 
and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.  If  thou  would'ft 
have  fuch  a  one,  take  me ;  take  a  foldier ,-  take  a  King :  and 
what  fay'ft  thou  then  to  my  love }  Ipeak  my  fair,  and  fairly  T 
pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  poflible  dat  I  fould  love  de  enemy  of  France? 
K.  Henry.  No,  it  is  not  polTible  that  you  fhould  love  the  enemy 
France,  Kate  -,  but  in  loving  me  you  fhould  love  the  friend  of 

i  France  y 
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France ;  for  I  love  France  fo  well  that  I  will  not  parr  with  a  vil- 
lage of  it :  I  will  have  it  all  mine :  and  Kate,  when  France  is 
mine  and  I  am  yours,  then  yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine, 
Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No  Kate?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French y  (which  I  am 
jfure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new  married  wife  about 
her  husband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  iliook  off)  qmndf  ay  le  fojfef- 
fton  de  France y  ^  quand  vous  aves  le  poffeffion  de  mot  (let  me 
fee,  what  then  ?  Sr.  Dennis  be  my  f]3eed)  Done  vofire  efl  France y 

vous  eftes  m'tenne.  It  is  as  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the 
kingdom  as  to  fpeak  fo  much  more  French:  I  fhall  never  move 
thee  in  French,  unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  voflre  honneur,  le  Francois  que  vous  parJez,  efl 
melheur  qtie  I'Anglo  'is  lequelje  park, 

K.  Henry.  No  faith  is't  not,  Kate  -,  but  thy  fpeaking  of  my 
tongue  and  I  thine,  moft  truly  falfly,  muft  needs  be  granted  to 
be  much  at  one.  But  Kate,  doft  thou  underftand  thus  much  En- 
gltjh?  canft  thou  love  me? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Henry.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  ttW,  Kate  7  111  ask 
them.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me,-  and  at  night  when  yoU: 
come  into  your  clofe; ,  you'll  queftion  this  gentlewoman  abour 
me  j  and  I  know  Kate  you  will  to  her  difpraife  thofe  parts  in 
me,  that  you  love  with  your  hearty  hut  ^ood  Kate  mock  me 
mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle  Princefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cru- 
elly. If  ever  thou  beeft  mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have  faving  faith  with- 
in me  tells  me  thou  flialt)  I  get  thee  with  fcambling,  and- 
thou  muft  therefore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier-breeder :  fhall 
not  thou  and  I  between  St.  Dennis  and  St.  George,  compound 
a  boy  \x2i\iFrench,  half  Engl'tJJo,  that  ihall  go  to  Conftantmople 
and  take  the  Turk  by  the  beard?  fhall  we  not?  what  fay'flthoU;, 
my  fair  Flower-de-luce  ? 

Kath, 
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Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No,  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promile  j 
do  but  now  promife,  Kate^  you  will  endeavour  for  your  French 
part  of  fuch  a  boy ;  and  for  my  Engl'tjh  moiety  take  the  word 
of  a  King  and  a  batchelor.  How  anfwer  you,  La  plus  belk  Ca- 
tharme  du  monde,  mon  tres  chere  &  divine  deejfe, 

Kath.  Your  Majeftee  ave  faufe  Frenche  enough  to  deceive  de 
moft  fage  damoifel  dat  is  en  France, 

K.  Henry.  Now  fie  upon  my  falfe  French ;  by  mine  honour 
in  true  Englijh  I  love  thee,  Kate  ^  by  which  honour  I  dare  not 
fwear  thou  loveft  me,  yet  my  blood  begins  to  flatter  me  that 
thou  doft,  notwithftanding  the  poor  and  untempering  effed  of 
my  vifage.  Now  befhrew  my  father's  ambition,  he  was  think- 
ing of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me ;  therefore  was  I  created  with 
a  ftubborn  outfide,  with  an  afped  of  iron,  that  when  I  come 
to  woo  ladies  I  fright  them  but  in  faith  Kate^  the  elder  I  wax, 
the  better  I  fliall  appear.  My  comfort  is,  that  old  age  (that  ill 
layer  up  of  beauty)  can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  face.  Thou 
haft  me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at  the  worft  and  thou  {halt  wear  me, 
it  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better  ,•  and  therefore  tell  me,  moft 
fair  Katharine^  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  your  maiden  blufties, 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an  Em- 
prefs,  take  me  by  the  hand  and  fay,  Harry  of  England  I  am 
thine,"  which  word  thou  flialt  no  fboner  blefs  mine  ear  withal, 
but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud,  England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine, 
Frmce  is  thine,  and  Henry  Flantage.net  is  thine,-  who  tho'  I 
fpeak  it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  -  the  bcft  King, 
thou  fliolt  find  the  beft  King  of  good  fellows.  Come,  your  an- 
fwer in  broken  mufick  ,•  for  thy  voice  is  mjuftck  and  thy  Enghfh 
broken:  therefore  Queen  of  all,  Katharine  ^  break  thy  mind  to 
me  in  broken  EngltJJoy  wilt  thou  have  me.^ 

Kath.  Dat  is  as  it  fliall  pleafe  le  roy  mmpere, 

K,  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  hira  well,  Kate  j  it  fhall  pleafe 
him,  Kate. 

Kath.  Den  it  (hall  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call  you  my 
Queen. 

Kath.  La'tjfez  mon  fe'tgneur,  laiffez,  la'tJfeZy  ma  foy  :  je  ne" 
vem  pmnt  que  vms  abbaiffez  voftre  grantieuf,  en  ha  'tfant  le  mam 
d'me  voftre  md'tgne  ferviteuTy  exvufez  moy.    Je  vous  fuppl'te  mon  ^ 
tres-pu'tjfant  Seigneur. 

Ki  Hemj,  Then  I  wilf  kifs  your  lip^,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  dames  and  damoifeh  pour  eftre^  ba'rfee  devanr  leur 
mpees  il  n' eft  pas  le  coutume  de  France, 

K.  Henry.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays 

Lady.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pottr  le  ladies  of  France ;  L 
cannot  tell  what  is  butjfe  en  Engl'tjh. 

K.  Henry.  To  kils. 

Lady.  Your  Majefty  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 
K.  Henry.  Is  it  not  a  fafliion  for  the  maids  in  France  to  kils 
before  they  are  married,  would  {he  fay? 
Lady.  Ouy  vrayement. 

K.  Henry,  O  Kate^  nice  cuftoms  curt'fie  to  great  KingSo 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within  the  weak  lift  of 
a  country's  fafhion  ,•  we  are  the  makers  of  manners,  Kate  ,•  and 
the  liberty  that  follows  our  places  ftops  the  mouth  of  all  find- 
faults,  as  I  will  do  yours,  for  the  upholding  the  nice  falhion  of 
your  country  in  denying  me  a  kifs ,  therefore  patiently  and  yield- 
ing. \kiffing  her.]  You  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate  j  there 
is  more  eloquence  in  a  touch  of  them  than  in  the  tongues  oF 
the  French  council  and  they  fliould  fboner  perluade  Harry  of 
England  than  a  general  petition  of  monarchs.  Here  comes  your 
father. 
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S  C  E  N  E  V. 

E^ter  the  French  and  the  Englifli  Lords, 

Burg,  God  fave  your  Majeftyf  my  royal  coufin,  teach  you 
our  Princefs  EngUJh? 

K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  coufin,  how  per- 
fectly I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Engl'tjh, 

Burg.  Is  {he  apt? 

K.  Henry.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  and  my  condition  is  not 
fmooth^  fb  that  having  neither  the  voice  nor  the  heart  of 
hatred  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up  the  fpirit  of  love  in  her 
that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likenefs. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfwer  you  for 
that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  muft  make  a  circle :  if 
•conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  likenels,  he  muft  appear  naked 
and  blind.  Can  you  bdame  her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  ros'd 
over  with  the  virgin  crimfon  of  modefty,  if  fhe  deny  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  naked  blind  boy,  in  her  naked  feeing  felf?  it  were, 
my  lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  confign  to. 

K.  Henry,  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is  blind  and 
enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  lord,  when  they  fee  not  . 
what  they  do. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufin  to  con- 
fent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  lord,  if  you  will 
t^ach  her  to  know  my  meaning.  Maids  well  fummer'd  and  warm 
kept,  are  like  Flies  at  Barthalomew-tide,  blind,  though  they  have 
their  eyes :  and  then  they  will  endure  handling,  which  before 
would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K,  Henry.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot  fum- 

mer 
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mer  :  and  fo  I  fliall  catch  the  Flie  your  coufin  in  the  latter  end, 
and  fhe  muft  be  Wind  too. 

Burg,  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Henry.  It  is  fo ;  and  you  may  fome  of  you  thank  love  for 
my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair  French  city,  for  one 
fair  French  maid  that  ftands  in  my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes  my  lord,  you  fee  them  perfpedively  •  the  cities 
turn'd  into  a  maid ;  for  they  are  all  girdled  with  maiden  walls., 
that  war  hath  never  enter'd. 

K.  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.  Kmg.  So  pleale  you. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fb  the  maiden  cities  you  talk  of  may 
wait  on  her ;  fo  the  maid  that  ftood  in  the  way  for  my  wifli  fhail 
fhew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafbn, 

K.  Henry.  Is't  fb,  my  lords  of  England? 

fVeft.  The  King  hath  granted  every  article: 
His  daughter  firil    and  then  in  fequel  all, 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  nature. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majeily  demands.  That  the  King  of /r^;/re  having 
eccafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  fhall  name  your  highnefs 
in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition  in  French:  mfire  tres  cher 
filz  Henry  Roy  d' Angleterre ^  heretter  de  France;  and  thus  in 
latin :  P radar tjjlmus  films  nofter  Henrkus  Rex  Anglm  &  hares 
Francta. 

Fr,  Kmg.  Yet  this  I  have  not  (brother)  fo  deny'd. 
But  your  requeft  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then  in  love  and  dear  alliance. 
Let  that  one  article  rank  With  the  refl, 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  Kmg,  Take  her,  fair  ion,  and  from  her  blood  raife  up 
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Ifliie  to  me,  that  thefe  contending  Kingdoms 
England  and  France^  whofe  very  ihoars  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinels, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  breafts,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France, 
Lords,  Amen. 

K.  Henry.  Now  welcome,  Kate ;  and  bear  me  witnefs  all. 
That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  Soveraign  Queen.  \FlourtJh, 

Q.  Ifa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts,  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  ; 
As  man  and  wife  being  two  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  fuch  a  fpoufal. 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealoufie 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  bleffed  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  paflion  of  thefe  kingdoms,  .  • 

To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league: 
That  Engltjh  may  as  French^  French  Engltjhmeny 
Receive  each  other.    God  (peak  this  Amen. 

AIL  Amen. 

K.  Henry,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  j  on  which  day, 
My  lord  of  Burgundy^  we'll  take  your  oath 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  fiirety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate^  and  you  to  me, 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Chorus^ 

Thus  far  with  rough  and  all-unable  pen 

Our  bending  author  hath  purlu'd  the  ftory, 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but  in  that  fmall  moft  greatly  liv'd 

This  ftar  of  England.    Fortune  made  his  (word  ; 
By  which  the  world's  bell  garden  he  atchiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infant  bands  crown'd  King 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fliccecd : 
Whofe  ftate  fb  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  loft  France ,  and  made  his  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  fliown  ,•  and  for  their  fake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 


the  End  of  the  Third  VoLUMEe 


